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1. Those by W. Griggs. 


Hamlet. 1603, Qr. 

. Hamlet. 1604. Q2. 

Midsummer Night’s Dream. 1600. Quz. 
(Fisher.) 

Midsummer Night’s Dream. 1600, Qz2. 
(Roberts. ) 

. Loves Labor’s Lost. 1598. Qi. 

Merry Wives. 1602. Qr. 

. Merchant of Venice. 1600, Qz, (Roberts.) 
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; Hows 
Paniemats Pilgrim. 
. Richard ITI. 
. Venus and Adonis. 

. Troilus and Cressida. 
. Richard IT. 


mry IV. Ist Part. 1598. Qr. 
IV. 2nd Part. 1600. Qr 
1599. Qr, 
1597. Qr. 
1593. Qr. 
1609. Qr. 
1597. Qz. Duke of Devon- 
shire’s copy. (Best version: text printed.) 
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Part I. 
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(for 3 Henry VI.), 


. Romeo and Juliet. 1597. Qr. 

. Romeo and Juliet. 1599. Qe. ‘ 
. Henry V. 1600. Qr. gS 
. Henry V. 1608. Qe. 

. Titus Andronicus. 1600, 


. Othello. 
. Othello. 
. King Lear. 1608, Qr. 
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. King Lear. 1608. Qo. 
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. Romeo and Juliet. 
. Contention. 1594. Qr. 
t cee Tragedy. 1595. Qr. 
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. Richard III. 1622. 
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(N. Butter.) 
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INTRODUCTION. 


§ 1. Introductory, p. iii. 


§§ 2 to 6, Abstract from Miss Lee’s 
Paper in New Shakspere Soci- 
ety’s Transactions 1875-6, pp. 
iil, to x. 

§ 2. a. Contention and True Tragedy 
earlier than Henry VZ., Parts 
2 and 3, p. iv. 6. Metre and 
versification, p. iv. y. Differ- 
ences in particulars, p. iv. 0. 
Summing up from internal evi- 
dence, p. v. 

§ 3. External evidence of earlier origin, 


p: Vi. 
§ 4. Question of Authorship of the 
plays, p. vi. 
§ 5. a. Internal evidence insufficient 
to prove Shakspere the writer 
either wholly or partly, p. vii. 


by Lord Pembroke’s company, 
p- viii. y. Two exceptional 
scenes in the plays, p. viii. 0. 
Absence of rhyme, p. ix. «. 
Passages similar to Marlowe, 
p. ix. ¢. Evidence as to Greene, 
p. x. . Argument from simi- 
larity of character, p. x. 
§ 7. a. Quotations from Greene’s Groa’s- 
worth of Wit, p. xi. B. Line 
as to ‘‘tyger’s heart”? written 
by Shakspere and parodied by 
Greene, p. xii. 
Quotations from <A7zzd Harts 
Dreame, p. xv. f. Nature of 
Greene’s attack on Marlowe, 
p- xvi. y. Marlowe and Shak- 
spere, p. Xvil. 
§ 9. Task of exactly dividing the play 


§ 8. a. 


according to authorship hope- 
less, p. xvii. 

§ 10. Variations between First and 
Third Quarto, p. xviii. 


8. Argument from supposed 
analogy, p. vil. 

§6. a. True authors Marlowe and 
Greene, p-vii. 6. T. T. acted 


§ 1. Dr. FuRNIVALL, in the Forewords to the Contention (1594), 
in this series of facsimiles, gave a considerable abstract and 
summary of the opinions expressed by the late Mr. Grant White in 
his “Essay on the Authorship of King Henry the Sixth.” Mr. 
Grant White’s opinion was, that Shakspere, Greene, Marlowe, and 
perhaps Peele, were the authors of the Conéention and the True 
Tragedy ; that Shakspere, when he re-wrote these old dramas for 
his own Second and Third Parts of Henry VTI., rejected the work 
of his colleagues, retaining only what he had himself written, and 
this he. corrected and enlarged. At the close, however, of his 
Forewords Dr. Furnivall observed, ‘‘ But there are two sides to 
every question ; and on this one Miss Jane Lee and others of us 
have since taken the other side.” According to Miss Lee (Wezw 
Shakspere Society's Transactions, 1875-6, pp. 219—311), Marlowe and 
Greene, with perhaps Peele, were the authors of the old plays, 
Shakspere taking no part in the original composition; but to 
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Shakspere, working together with Marlowe, was due the revision of 
the old plays and their transformation into Henry VI, Parts 2 and 3. 

§ 2. a. Miss Lee,in her able contribution to the Mew Shakspere 
Society's Transactions, after some preliminary remarks on the 
problem to be dealt with, maintains that the Contention and True 
Tragedy are plays of an earlier date than the last two parts of 
Henry VI. ’ 

B. The first consideration adduced relates to the metre and versi- 
fication. “The general want of regularity and equality—the mono- 
tonous sing-song rhythm of some scenes, the irregular and careless 
metre of others—which characterized the versification of our earlier 
dramatic writers, is in great measure characteristic of the versification 
of the Contention and True Tragedy.” In illustration passages are 
quoted from the speech of York at the end of 2 Henry Vf, Act III. 
sc. i, and with these is compared the much shorter parallel passage 
in the Contention, beginning— 


‘Now York bethink thy self and rowse thee vp.” 


With respect to the passage in the Con/ention Miss Lee observes, 
“Tt seems to me as clear that it belongs to an earlier stage in the 
progress of dramatic poetry, as to a geologist it is clear that the 
stratum which exhibits the simpler forms of creation belongs to an 
earlier stage of our earth’s growth than that which teems with 
- higher orders of organic life.” 

y. Then, as to the subject-matter, there are differences in 
particulars. For example, “In the Z7ue Tragedy, Richard gives an 
account of the death of Warwick’s father (Salisbury), while in the 
corresponding lines of 3 Henry VZ, (Act II. sc. iii, 14) he makes no 
mention of Salisbury, but describes instead the death of Warwick’s 
brother.” It is scarcely probable that such differences would have 
proceeded from a copyist. 

Again, in passages, where many lines are partly, and others 
wholly, different, ‘we suddenly come upon a group of lines quite 
the same.”’ A group of lines very closely approximating occurs in 
the Zrue Tragedy and in 3 Henry VI, Act V. sc. iv.:— 


‘“ Women and children, of so high a courage, 
And warriors faint ! why ’twere perpetual shame. 
O brave young prince ! thy famous grandfather 
Doth live again in thee: long mayst thou live 
To bear his image and renew his glories !” 


Such passages, as containing sometimes unimportant words and 


* In making an abstract from Miss Lee’s paper I have had regard mainly to 
the Zire Tragedy, though frequent reference to the Contention was unavoidable. 


§ 2. CONTENTION AND TRUE TRAGEDY OF EARLIER DATE. Vv 


spoken by minor personages would scarcely have been preserved 
intact by a copyist, who at the same time was giving imperfect 
versions of speeches assigned to leading characters. 

Further, “ the speech made by York in the beginning of Henry 
VI., Part 3, I. iv., is full of beauty: as, for example, when he 
likens the Yorkist army to ships flying before the wind; and to 
lambs pursued by hunger-starved wolves ; or compares the fruitless 
rally and charge made by the beaten army to the bootless labour of 
a swan swimming against the tide ”:— 


: **T have seen a swan 
With bootless labour swim against the tide 
And spend her strength with over-matching waves.” 


“These are lines that linger in the memory. But they are all 
wanting to the passage as it appears in the Zrue Tragedy. Can it 
_be thought that a transcriber of Henry VI, Part 3, would have 

forgotten and left them out?” 

Malone, says Miss Lee, lays great stress on 22 lines at the 
beginning of Henry VI, Part 3, IV. iii., of which there is no trace 
in the Zrue Tragedy. Were Warwick makes a speech ending with 
the lines,— 


‘* And now what rests but in nights couerture, 
Thy brother being carelesslie encampt, 
His souldiers lurking in the towne about, 
And but attended by a simple guarde, 
We maie surprise and take him at our pleasure, 
Our skouts haue found the aduenture verie easie, 
Then crie king Henry with resolued mindes 
And breake we presentlie into his tent.” 


We are required, according to the Zrwe Tragedy, “to imagine 
that Warwick now crosses the stage, and by so doing (without any 
change of scene) reaches Edward’s tent. 

“The writer of Henry VI. Part 3, clearly thought that such a 
proceeding demanded too great an effort of imagination ; accord- 
ingly he introduces a spirited conversation between the sentinels 
who are guarding Edward’s tent ; and whilst the attention of the 
audience is thus diverted, Warwick performs his journey behind 
_the scenes.” 

5. Miss Lee sums up with regard to the internal evidence. “To 
me it seems that the differences between the Contention and True 
Tragedy and Henry VZ., Parts 2 and 3, are so many and so im- 
portant, that if we allow the former to be imperfect transcripts of 
the latter, we must suppose that some dramatist took his stolen 
copies or his shorthand notes and regularly rewrote them. We 
must suppose that he newly versified the plays; that he introduced 
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fresh circumstances ; that he added much new and poor matter ; 
and that he left out the greatest and most thoughtful passages. On 
no other supposition can the Contention and True Tragedy be im- 
perfect copies of Henry VI, Parts 2 and 3.” 

§ 3. Miss Lee then turns to the external evidence, remarking that 
it is “but scanty. The earliest known edition of the Conéeniion 1s 
the Quarto of 1594. ‘The earliest known edition of the Z7ue 
Tragedy is the Quarto of 1595. The earliest known edition of 
Henry VI., Parts 2 and 3, is the First Folio of 1623.” “The 
earliest contemporary allusion that we know of is contained in 
Greene’s pamphlet, the Groatsworth of Wit.” Miss Lee then 
quotes from Greene the passage, to which I shall have to refer 
again, about the “ ‘vpstart Crow, beautified with our feathers, that, 
with his Zygers heart wrapt in a Players hide, supposes he is as 
well able to bumbast out a blanke verse as the best of you: and 
being an absolute Johannes fac totum, is in his owne conceit the 
onely Shake-scene in a countrie.’ By Shake-scene there can be no 
doubt that Greene meant Shakspere. The line ‘Tygers heart 
wrapt in a Players hide’ is a parody of the line ‘Oh tyger’s hart 
wrapt in a woman’s hide,’” which occurs in the Zrue Tragedy and 
in Henry VI, Part 3 (I. iv. 137). ‘‘ The fair meaning, as it seems 
to me, of the passage in the Groatsworth of Wit is, that Shakspere 
had borrowed (or, as Greene would say, had, stolen) from Greene 
and his friends; and that amongst other appropriations he had 
taken this linet If we grant this, if the passage does refer to 
Shakspere as a writer, we have, I think, as good proof as can be 
desired that the Aexry VJ. plays were written before the summer 
of 1592—say 1590,—and, I think, equally good proof that the 
Contention and True Tragedy were anterior in date to them.” ‘“T 
conclude, therefore, that Henry VZ., Parts 2 and 3, were written 
before 1592, and that the Contention and True Tragedy were written 
still earlier.” 

$4. Miss Lee then addresses herself to the question of author- 
ship, and observes, “I do not believe that any part of the Coz- 
tention or of the Zrue Tragedy was written by Shakspere.” After 
alluding again to the Groatsworth of Wit, she points to “the fact 
that the Zrue Tragedy (and probably the Contention) was acted by 
Lord Pembroke’s players, while, so far as we know, none of Shak- 
spere’s plays was acted by that company.” Then there is the fact 
that the Contention and True Tragedy were in the hands of the 
publishers Millington and Pavier, “who between them owned nearly 
the whole of those which are known as the ‘doubtful plays’” of 


* I take, as will be seen in the sequel, a somewhat different view of the 
mattenr—T.. 0. 


§ 5, INTERNAL EVIDENCE OF AUTHORSHIP. vil 


Shakspere. Millington did not place Shakspere’s name on the 
titles either in 1594 and 1595 or in the edition published in 1600. 
“Tt was not until the year 1619, when Shakspere had been in his 
grave three years, that Pavier brought out an edition of the plays 
with the name of William Shakespeare on the title-page. It should 
be noted, that after Shakspere’s death, Pavier in like manner 
published \S¢r John Oldcastle, A Vorkshire Tracedy, and The 
Puritan, stating that they were written by Shakspere, though we 
know that none of these plays were his.” It is noteworthy also 
that Meres in his Pad/adis Tamia (1598), enumerating works by 
Shakspere, does not mention either Henry VZ. or the Contention 
and Zrue Tragedy. 

§ 5. a. The internal evidence is, in Miss Lee’s view, insufficient 
to prove that Shakspere wrote any part of the two plays last named. 
As to the Cade scenes of the Contention, which have been specially 
adduced as giving evidence of Shakspere’s hand :—“ But the comic 
scenes in the Contention are written by a man who knows the 
world; who has held close intercourse with men, and learned 
therefrom to mock and laugh.” But as to ‘‘the manner and import 
of Shakspere’s early works. Are they not overflowing with the 
mirth and lightheartedness of youth, and filled with memoiies of 
the happiness and freedom of his country home?” Miss Lee 
therefore, concluded that, before the summer of 1592, Shakspere 
cannot have written the scenes in question. 

B. It is scarcely necessary here to say much on an argument 
which Miss Lee pursues at some length on ‘“‘a supposed analogy 
between the Biron passage in Love's Labour's Lost (IV. iil. 290)— 
where the same thoughts are repeated again and again in very 
similar words, and where one group of three lines is quite unneces- 
sarily given twice over—and York’s speech in Henry VJ., Part 2 
(I. i. 215), where the line ‘Anjou and Maine are given unto the 
French’ occurs twice.” 

§ 6. a. Having maintained that Shakspere was not the author 
either wholly or partly of the Contention and True Tragedy, Miss 
Lee addresses herself to the task of showing that the true authors 
were Marlowe and Greene, to whose writings she considers that the 
two plays have a remarkable resemblance. } 

That Greene was concerned with the Z7we Tragedy is shown by 
the passage in the Groatsworth of Wit and by some lines in a 
publication entitled Greene's Funeralle by RK. B. Gent. 1594, in 
which it is said that 


1 With reference to this matter I may be pardoned for referring to some 
remarks on “‘ Indications of Gloom” in Shakspere’s earlier works in the Introduc- 
tion to my edition of the Sovnets, p. 130. —T. T. 
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‘¢the men that so eclipst his fame, ; 
Purloynde his plumes: can they deny the same ? d 


“We know of no other writings to which the lines can refer than 
the Contention and True Tragedy. Hence the natural inference 
that Greene was either their author or one of their authors.” _ 

B. Again, “the Zyue Tragedy was acted by Lord Pembroke’s 
servants. Greene wrote, Nash tells us, ‘more than four other’ for 
Lord Pembroke’s company. Marlowe’s £dward /f. also was 
played by Lord Pembroke’s men. Thus, independently of the 
proofs offered by the plays themselves, there is ground for believing 
that Greene was one of their writers; and there is, at least, no 
ground for disbelieving that Marlowe had a share in their 
composition.” 

y. The matter to which Miss Lee next refers is one of no small 
importance. ‘There are two scenes—and only two—in the Con- 
tention and True Tragedy, which on first thoughts seem to lie not _ 
beyond the range, but somewhat out of the wonted course, of 
Marlowe’s genius.” These are Scene x. of the Contention, from 19 
to 112 (pp. 36—38, facsimile of Q1), when Duke Humphrey’s 
murder has been discovered, and Scene ii. of the Zrue Tragedy, 
(pp. 18 to 21), where York is reviled and put to death by Margaret. 
“Tt is of course to passages such as these that any person who 
believes Shakspere to have been in part the author of the Contention 
and Zyrue Tragedy will naturally point.” It is with the latter, 
the passage in the Zrue Tragedy, that we are here mainly concerned. 


It begins,— 
‘* Braue warriors, Clifford and Northumberland, 
Come make him stand vpon this molehill here, 
That aimde at mountaines with outstretched arme, 
And parted but the shaddow with his hand,” 
and ends, 


‘* Off with his head and set it on Yorke Gates, 
So Yorke maie ouerlooke the toune of Yorke.” 2 


Miss Lee does not allow that Shakspere was the author of these 
scenes. ‘‘The writer,” she maintains, “was Marlowe.” “TI say. 
that in Marlowe’s dramas there are many passages which equal 
these in the music of their rhythm, and in the strength of their 
diction, and which far surpass them in depth of thought.” Miss 
Lee then quotes two passages from Faust (v. 3 and i. 3), asking, 


* Nash (Works, ed. Grosart, vol. ii. p. 197) speaks of ‘* Greene being chiefe 
agent for the companie,” but it is not clear to me that Lord Pembroke’s company 
is meant.—T. T. 

2 It is very noteworthy, I may just remark in passing, that in the 
portion of the play thus limited occurs the famous line parodied by Greene, 


Oh Tygers hart wrapt in a womans hide.”—T, T. 
oe eeeSSsSSSSSSSSSeSSSSsSSSSSSSssseeeeeeeeeSS 


§ 6. TRUE AUTHORS MARLOWE AND GREENE. ~- ix 


“Who will tell me that the roth scene of the Contention or the 
3rd scene of the Zrue Tragedy contains verses as beautiful 
or as thoughtful as these?” The first quoted passage begins,— 


‘“ Was this the face that launched a thousand ships, 
And burnt the topless towers of Ilium ? 
Sweet Helen, make me immortal with a kiss ! 
Her lips sunk forth my soul! see where it flies ; 
~ Come, Helen, come, give me my soul again ! 
Here will I dwell, for heaven is in these lips, 
And all is dross that is not Helena,” etc. 


6. The absence of rhyme is, according to Miss Lee, a strong 
argument in favour of Marlowe and against Shakspere as the 
author of the old plays, an argument directed against Mr. Grant 
White. And the argument from grammatical structure tells in the 
same direction ; and various resemblances of verbal expression point 
to Marlowe and Greene. In this part of the discussion Miss Lee 
observes, “I maintain that such resemblances are of some value. 
They are not, I admit, of great value; but when, as in the case 
before us, all evidence is probable, not positive, it would be unwise 
to reject any testimony which may aid us in arriving at a conclusion.” 

e. Having mentioned some resemblances of thought, which 
need not perhaps detain us, Miss Lee adduces lines alleged to be 
“verbally transcribed, or reproduced with but slight alteration.” 
In the majority of these it is Marlowe’s Edward JJ. which is 
quoted. The most remarkable parallel is between the Contention 
and Ldward IT, :— 


“The wild Oneyl, my lord, is up in arms, 
With troops of Irish kerns, that, uncontrolled, 
Doth plant themselves within the English pale.” 
Cont, ix. 134. 
‘¢ The wild Oneyl, with swarms of Irish kerns, 


Lives uncontrolled within the English pale.” 
Edw, I1,, I. ii. 


The more striking examples from the Zrue Tragedy are the 
following :— 


‘¢ What, will the aspiring blood of Lancaster 
Sink into the ground? I had thought it would have mounted,” 
Tr. Trag. xxii. 50. 
‘¢ And highly scorning that the lowly earth 


Should drink his blood, mounts up into the air.” 
Edw. /T., V. i. 


1 But, whatever may be the poetical merit of these passages from Marlowe, 
it does not quite appear that they answer the objection as to certain portions 
of the Contention and True Tragedy ‘‘lying not beyond the range, but some- 
what out of the wonted course, of Marlowe’s genius.” The furious speech of 
Margaret and the reply of York are of a different character. —T, T. 
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‘‘ Frownest thou thereat, aspiring Lancaster.” ‘ 
1H Tiles Moab 


“¢ Sweet duke of York our prop to lean upon, 
Now thou art gone there is no hope for us.” 
Ir. Trag. iv. 
“¢ Sweet duke of Guise our prop to lean upon, 
Now thou art dead here is no stay for us.” 
Massacre of Paris, II. iii. 


The similar lines in Greene and in the Con¢. and Z. 7:, as adduced 
by Miss Lee, need not be quoted in this abstract. 

¢. But there are, it is argued, other and close resemblances 
between these plays and Greene; as in “remote allusions, pro- 
verbial sayings,” &c. One of these is certainly curious. In Conz¢. 
xii. 514, mention is made of “Abradas the great Macedonian 
pirate.” This is changed in Henry VI. Part 2, IV. i. 108, to 
‘‘Bargalus the strong Illyrian pirate.” ‘‘ But except in this line of 
the Contention, ‘Abradas’ has been found only once in all literature, 
and that in a book by Greene, ‘ Penelope’s Web.’” As to Greene’s 
fondness for proverbial sayings, the following examples are given 
from the Z7. Trag. 


‘‘This would be ten days wonder at the least.”—x. 92. 
‘* Beggars mounted, run their horse to death.”—iii. 161. 
*¢ Things evil got, had ever bad success.” —v. 45. 


‘¢ And happy ever was it for that son 
Whose father for his hoarding went to hell.” —~v. 46, 47. 


“This proverb occurs in Greenes Royal Exchange, 4to, London, 
1590, and also in Greene’s JVewes both from Heaven and Hell, ato, 
London, 1593. Sigs-l1+3.” 

n. The department of the subject to which Miss Lee next 
directs her attention is, the “similarity of character in the Contention 
and Zyue Tragedy and in the plays of Marlowe and of Greene.”’ 
“Tt is beyond a doubt that Marlowe was incapable of writing” the 
Cade scenes of the Contention.” We see Greene “at his best in 
that part of the Cozzention which relates to the rebellion of Jack 
Cade and the men of Kent. The chief difficulty,” Miss Lee with 
candour confesses, “is, that these scenes are almost too good to 
be his.” ‘‘Speaking broadly, in the Contention and True Tragedy 
the characters of King Henry VI., Cardinal Beaufort, York, Suffolk, 
the two Cliffords, are drawn by Marlowe; but I say this with the 
reservation, that in certain scenes written by Greene, the parts of 
these characters were written by Greene also.” “There can be 
no question that Richard is the work of Marlowe. No other 
writer but Marlowe (granting that Shakspere did not produce them) 
would have written those cruel, passionate, melancholy lines which 
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sum up Richard’s character in the roth and in the 22nd scenes 
of the Zruwe Tragedy.”1 According to Miss Lee, Margaret of 
Anjou, “a woman pettily jealous, a vindictive, bloodthirsty fury, 
and an unfaithful wife,” “was first conceived by Marlowe, not 
by Shakspere.” Peele may have been one of the writers who 
co-operated to produce the two plays. But Miss Lee hesitates 
to fix definitely the precise parts in the work executed by the 
respective poets. “It is,” she says, “next to impossible for any 
person—with only the evidence of style to guide him—to lay it 
down dogmatically, with assurance, that such particular lines were 
written by such a particular writer. In many of the scenes of the 
Contention and True Tragedy the attempt is an especially hopeless 
one, for there is not any single test which we can call to our aid.” ? 

§ 7. a. Passing from Miss Lee’s able paper, I may observe 
that near the end of Greene’s Gvoatswurth of Wit is the letter 
addressed 


“To those Gentlemen, his Quondam acquaintance, 
that spend their wits in making Plaies, R. G. 
wisheth a better exercise, and wisedome 
to preuent his extremities.” 


The letter then begins, — 


“If wofull experience may mooue you (Gentlemen) to beware, 
or vnheard of wretchednes intreate you to take heed: I doubt not 
but you will looke backe with sorrow on your time past, and 
endeuour with repentance to spend that which is to come. Wonder 


1 But the essential unity of the character of Richard in the Zrue Tragedy 
and in Shakspere’s Aichard Z//, requires certainly to be taken into account. 

2 In the discussion which followed Miss Lee’s paper, Dr. Furnivall, alluding 
to the profusion of animal metaphors in the Coztention and True Tragedy, and 
especially in the Second and Third Parts of Henry VZ., asked, ‘‘ Who then is this 
farmyard and menagerie man who often indulges in aphorisms?” Miss Lee, in 
reply, observed, ‘‘ There are a sufficient number of allusions to animals in Marlowe 
and in Shakspere to justify my belief that it was they who inserted these animal 
metaphors in the Heury V/. plays. Besides many are transplanted out of the 
Contention and True Tragedy, and Greene’s predilection for animals—both real 
and fabulous—is well known. ‘Did I,’ exclaims Nash, indignant at being 
accused of having imitated Greene, ‘euer write of cony-catching? stufft my 
stile with hearbs and stones? . . . if not how then do I imitate him?’ (‘ Haue 
with you to Saffron Walden,’ &c., 1596, Sig. V. 3. See Dyce’s ed. of Greene, 
p. 37). ‘If any man bee of a dainty and curious eare,’ says the author of 
Martine Mar-Sixtus, 1592, undoubtedly alluding to Greene, ‘I shall desyre 
him to repayre to those authors ; euery man hath not a perle-mint, a fish-mint, 
nor a bird-mint in his braine, all are not licensed to create new stones, new 
fowles, new serpents, to coyne new creatures’ (Preface. See Dyce’s ed. of 
Greene, p. 37).” ‘‘For these reasons I do not think that the animal and insect 
metaphors necessarily indicate another writer than Shakspere or Marlowe at 
work in the Second and Third Parts of Henry VI.” 
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not, (for with thee wil I first begin) thou famous gracer of Tragedians 
that Greene, who hath said with thee, like the foole in his heart, 
There is no God, should now giue glorie vnto his greatnesse,” etc. 


The “‘gracer of Tragedians’’ thus addressed, and at some length, 
is admitted to be Marlowe. Next after him comes most probably 
Nash,— 


“With thee I ioyne young Zuwwenal/, that byting Satyrist, that 
lastlie with mee together writ a Comedie. Sweete boy, might I 
aduise thee, be aduised,” etc. 


The paragraph in which the last of the three (identified with 
Peele), who were Greene’s “‘quondam acquaintance,” the play- 
wrights, is addressed, had better perhaps be given in full :— 


“And thou no lesse deseruing then the other two, in some 
things rarer, in nothing inferiour; driuen (as my selfe) to extreame 
shifts ; a little haue I to say to thee: and were it not an idolatrous 
oth, I would sweare by sweet S. George, thou art vnworthie better 
hap, sith thou dependest on so meane a stay. Baseminded men 
al three of you, if by my miserie ye be not warned: for vnto none 
of you (like me) sought those burres to cleaue: those Puppits 
(I meane) that speake from our mouths, those Anticks garnisht in 
our colours. Is it not strange that I, to whom they al haue beene 
beholding: is it not like that you, to whome they all haue beene 
beholding, shall (were ye in that case that I am now) be both 
at once of them forsaken? Yes, trust them not: for there is an 
vpstart Crow, beautified with our feathers, that with his Zygers 
heart wrapt tn a Players hide, supposes he is as well able to 
bumbast out a blanke verse as the best of you: and being an 
absolute Johannes fac totum, is in his owne conceit the only 
Shake-scene in a countrie, O that I might intreate your rare wits 
to be imployed in more profitable courses: & let these Apes 
imitate your past excellence, and neuer more acquaint them with 
your admired inuentions. I know the best husband of you all 
will neuer proue an Vsurer, and the kindest of them all will neuer 
prooue a kinde nurse: yet, whilst you may seeke you better 
Maisters ; for it is pittie men of such rare wits, should be subiect 
to the pleasures of such rude groomes.” 


B. For the decision of the question whether Shakspere had 
any part in the composition of the Zrwe Tragedy as it now stands, 
Greene’s letter to the playwrights is of very great importance. 
That the play was originally written by Shakspere in conjunction 
with Greene and others must be regarded as improbable. If this 
had been the fact, could Greene have described Shakspere as an 
“upstart crow”? The word “upstart”? seems to indicate a new- 
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comer, and to be incompatible with an original copartnership. On 
the other hand, when Greene says, “ With Acs ‘Tygers hart wrapt 
in a players hide,’” etc., the word “his” seems prima facie to 
indicate that the line thus parodied was intended as a specimen of 
Shakspere’s verse. “Oh tyger’s hart wrapped in a woman’s hide” 
cannot be regarded as a line where the thought is expressed in a 
particularly felicitous manner. If the line had been written by 
Greene himself or any writer other than Shakspere,.its use here 
would have been much less appropriate. Greene’s intention may 
be regarded as being to upbraid Shakspere for selfishness, harshness, 
and want of consideration for others—the “tyger’s heart’”—and at 
the same time to taunt him with poetical inferiority, and the 
production of mere inflated bombast. Other parodies might be 
adduced in illustration. There is one which will not occupy 
much space, and which is tolerably well known. The poet, James 
Thomson (author of the Seasous) wrote an unsuccessful tragedy 
called Sophonisba, and containing a particularly weak line,— 


*©O Sophonisba, Sophonisba O.” 
This line was parodied into 


‘*O Jemmy Thomson, Jemmy Thomson O.” 


And to a certain extent this parody may be regarded as similar to 
Greene’s ‘‘ Tyger’s heart wrapped in a Player’s hide.” But what 
was the cause of Greene’s hostility to Shakspere? It has been, I 
should imagine, generally supposed that this resulted from an 
alleged plagiarism, the appropriation by Shakspere of Greene’s 
work, and the putting it forth as if it were his own. No doubt 
this charge is made clearly and conspicuously. And Greene, we 
may well believe, was desirous of attaining the renown of a great 
poet, the 


‘‘___doctarum hederae praemia frontium.” 


According to the well-known story he requested the wife of the 
shoemaker in whose house he died, to place a wreath on his head 
after death, a request which it is said she did not fail to fulfil. But, 
besides the sentimental grievance, it is pretty evident that Greene 
had in view matters of a more practical character. He complains 
of having been driven to “ extreme shifts,” and of being “forsaken.” 
When he uses the plural “ them ”—“ of them forsaken ’’—there may 
possibly be an allusion to one or more other persons, even if 
Shakspere is particularly aimed at. Greene complains that they 
had sought “like burs” to attach themselves to him, and so, we 
may take it, through his influence had introduced themselves to a 
position which could be used for purposes of pecuniary profit. 
Greene, we learn from Nash, occupied a prominent position, “ being 
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chiefe agent for the companie,” apparently of “ Poets and writers 
about London.” He may very well have had influence with Lord 
Pembroke’s company; and it seems likely that Shakspere was 
alleged to have obtained an introduction to this company through 
Greene. The Zrue Tragedy was performed by them; and a 
suggestion has been made, which seems to me probably true, that 
this play (as well as the Conéention) existed in a form earlier than 
that which has come down to us. Of these plays Greene had been, 
at least, one of the authors. Probably some changes and modifica- 
tions were required. It may have been that Greene’s irregularities 
had caused him to be regarded as a man on whom there could be 
no safe reliance; and that consequently the task was put into 
Shakspere’s hands. Hence Greene would think that money had 
passed into Shakspere’s pocket which should have gone into his 
own.! And it should be observed that Shakspere’s being thus 
employed, not altogether in original composition, but in manipulat- 
ing and dealing with other men’s work, is entirely in accordance 
with the designation Johannes factotum, which has been interpreted 
‘‘Jack-of-all-trades.” And the complaint about the borrowed 
feathers is obviously in accord with the conclusion that Shakspere 
had not excluded the whole of Greene’s work, but had incorporated 
a portion of it with his own. If Marlowe had taken part in the 
original composition of the plays, he does not seem to have re- 
garded unfavourably the part taken by Shakspere. But of Marlowe 
I shall have to speak again directly. 

But however strong may be the reasons already adduced for 
regarding the line “ Oh Tyger’s hart,” etc., as the work of Shakspere, 
they should not be considered alone, but together with the character 
of the scene in which they occur, and which is admitted by Miss 
Lee to be of a somewhat exceptional character (see above p. viii). 
There are some remarkable words and phrases which may be 
adduced as giving probable evidence of Shakspere’s hand. The 
most remarkable is “weeping-ripe,” which occurs only in the 
address of the Queen to Northumberland towards the end of the 
scene,— 

, ‘¢ What weeping ripe, my Lord Northumberland ?” 


and in Love's Labour's Lost, V. ii. 274,— 


“The King was weeping ripe for a good word.” 


Similar is the use of ‘‘ captivate,” “to imprison, subdue,” in the 
longer speech of York,— 


1 When Greene says, ‘‘I know that the best husband of you all will never 
prove an Vsurer,” he probably insinuates a charge of love of money against the 
persons attacked. 


ee 
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“ Vpon his woes whom Fortune captiuates,” 
and in Love’s Labour’ Lost, II]. 126,— 
‘* Thou wert immersed, restrained, captivated, bound.” 


There are other remarkable words which furnish, perhaps, less 
‘striking evidence, as “vizard,” “ Antipodes,”’ “ mess of sons.” 

§ 8.a. Both Marlowe and Shakspere took offence at what Greene 
had said ; but as Greene was dead they directed their animosity 
against Chettle, who had edited the Groatsworth of Wit. Chettle 
in the prefatory address ‘‘To the Gentlemen Readers,” prefixed to 
his Kind harts dreame (which was published some three months 
later than the Groatsworth of Wit) makes the statement,— 


** About three moneths since died M. Robert Greene, leauing 
many papers in sundry Booke sellers hands, among other his Groats- 
worth of wit, in which a letter written to diuers play-makers, is 
offensively by one or two of them taken; and because on the dead 
they cannot be auenged, they wilfully forge in their conceites a 
liuing Author: and after tossing it two and fro, no remedy, but 
it must light on me. . . . With neither of them that take offence 
was I acquainted, and with one of them I care not if I neuer be.” 


The last sentence refers, no doubt, to Marlowe; and it may 
be supposed that Chettle was not anxious to make his acquaintance, 
on account of his reputation for heterodoxy. 

Chettle then refers to Shakspere :— 


“The other, whome at that time I did not so much spare, as 
since I wish I had, .. . Iam as sory as if the originall fault had 
beene my fault, because my selfe haue seene his demeanor no lesse 
ciuill, than he exelent in the qualitie he professes ; Besides diuers 
of worship haue reported his vprightnes of dealing, which argues 
his honesty, and his facetious grace in writting, that approoues his 
INTE 


Chettle was sorry to have given Shakspere any occasion of 
offence ; but, as it has been justly said, he does not assert that the 
charge made by Greene against Shakspere was entirely without 
foundation. ‘Divers of worship” had testified to Shakspere’s 
‘‘uprightness of dealing,” a fact which gave evidence of his honesty ; 
and this is entirely in accordance with Shakspere’s executing, under 
the instructions of others, such a task as I have suggested. 

Marlowe, Chettle argues, ought not to have taken such offence ; 
for he had much respect for Marlowe’s learning, and besides, in 
preparing Greene’s manuscript for the press he had inserted nothing 
additional, not a single word. He had even “ put something out,” 
which Greene had written. against Marlowe, and which seemed 
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intolerably offensive. Chettle concluded this must have been 
written “in some displeasure.” 


“For the first, whose learning I reuerence, and at the perusing 
of Greene's Booke, stroke out what then in conscience I thought 
he in some displeasure writ: or had it beene true, yet to publish 
it was intollerable: him I would wish to vse me no worse than I 
deserue. . . . To be breife, I writ it ouer; and as neare as I could, 
followed the copy ; onely in that letter,I put something out, but in 
the whole booke not a worde in.” 


B. The question suggests itself, What was the nature of this 
intolerably offensive attack on Marlowe? We shall be in a better 
position to answer this question if we can ascertain in what part 
of Greene’s letter the attack on .Marlowe was made. ‘The excision 
of the offensive words might or might not cause any obvious dis- 
location. But, if we can detect a breach of continuity, we shall 
have ground for inferring where the omission was made; and the 
context may afford us some indication of the nature of the matter 
which was omitted. Now there is a pretty evident breach of con- 
tinuity in close proximity to the passage in Greene’s letter which 
has special interest for us; I mean that relating to the “tyger’s 
heart” and ‘‘Shake-scene.” There is a remarkable and abrupt 
transition from the addressing of ¢#ree persons to the addressing 
of ¢wo. Having said, ‘‘Base men all ¢kree of you,” the letter 
proceeds a little further on to speak, not of all three being suddenly 
forsaken by the persons in question, but of the danger lest “‘ doth” 
should be “at once of them forsaken.” Here, then, there is 
evidence that one of the three persons mentioned before has been 
left out; and, since it was something concerning Marlowe which 
was omitted, we may take it that he is excluded here, when two 
only are mentioned. Now, as the context refers to the alleged 
wrong committed by Shakspere against Greene, it would seem likely 
that, in relation to this alleged wrong, Marlowe was in a position 
different from that of the other two play-wrights. Was he aiding and 
abetting Shakspere in proceedings which Greene thought so nefari- 
ous? It has been said that, about 1593, Shakspere was writing his 
Richard Lf/, in the manner of Marlowe and under his influence. 
Shakspere, then, may very well have been in somewhat close asso- 
ciation with Marlowe, and may have received countenance from him 
in dealing with the Z7ue Tragedy. | Shakspere was probably working 
for Lord Pembroke’s Company, by whom the Zrue Tragedy was 
performed ; and it was this company which, as we learn from the 
title of Marlowe’s Edward JJ, had performed that play also. 
“Shakspere,” says Miss Lee, “(was in many points Marlowe’s 
faithful disciple. There is a sort of traditional feeling that they 
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were friends—due to the kindly manner in which Shakspere speaks 
of Marlowe in As You Like It :— 


‘Dead Shepherd, now I find thy saw of might : 
“He never loved, that loved not at first sight.””’”’ 1 


It was then, in all probability this association of Shakspere with 
Marlowe which caused Greene in “some displeasure” to write 
those offensive words which Chettle thought it would have been 
‘‘intolerable” to publish. 

y. We now need have no difficulty in admitting that Marlowe 
assisted Shakspere further in the development of the Second and 
Third Parts of Henry VZ. out of the Contention and the True 
Tragedy, though, as Marlowe died in 1593, the assistance, if given, 
must have been given in or before that year. But it may be said 
that the traces of Marlowe’s hand are, at any rate, less conspicuous 
in the Third Part of Hexvy VZ. than in the Second, where, at the 
commencement of Act IV., some very remarkable lines occur, which 
are not to be found in the Contention. 

§ 9. To attempt to map out the Z7ue Tragedy, and assign to 
each of its actual or possible authors his “several plot” seems 
to me a hopeless task. If the play were a mosaic consisting of 
distinct pieces fitted one into another, there would be at least a 
chance of partial success. But who can hope to deal successfully 
with passages and even lines written probably by one author and 
afterwards worked upon and modified by another? With respect 
to Shakspere the difficulty is increased by the fact that we are 
dealing with his very early work before his style was fully formed. 
Even resemblances in thought and language to passages in 
Shakspere’s works may be deceptive; but I will indicate one (in 
addition to what was said at p. xiv) occurring in a scene which 
I should be disposed to assign, at any rate in great part, to 
Shakspere. It is found in Warwick’s dying speech (p. 68):— 


‘¢The wrinkles in my browes now fild with bloud 
Were likened oft to kinglie sepulchers. 
For who liu’d king but I could dig his graue?” 


Comparison should be made with Sonnet 77, lines 5, 6 :— 


‘¢The wrinkles which thy glass will truly show, 
Of mouthed graues will giue thee memory.’ 


1 Miss Lee adds, ‘‘Some community of feeling and action may perhaps be 
inferred from Chcttle’s remarks in Aind-Harts Dreame, which seem to imply 
that in the matter of the Groatsworth of Wit, Shakspere and Marlowe felt anger 
in common and took action in common: ‘because on the dead they cannot be 
auenged,’” &c. Trans. N. Shaks. Soc. 1875-6, p. 273. But Miss Lee does not 
seem to have detected the particular points to which I have called attention. 
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§ 10. It may perhaps be worth while to mention the consider- 
able change in spelling which is to be seen when the First Quarto 
is compared with the Third. In the later edition the spelling is 
less phonetic, and comes nearer to modern usage. Thus Qi has 
(p. 35, line 7 from bottom), “Shall lop thy limmes and slise thy 
cursed hart”; which becomes in Q3, ‘Shall lop thy limbes, and 
slice thy cursed heart.” Similarly Qr (p. 39, line 16) has “ grast,” 
which is in Q3 “grac’d”; Qz1 (p. 65, line 17) “seduste,” Q3 
“‘seduc’d,” and so the Folio; Qr (p. 69, line 18) “ bigboond,” 
Q3 “big-bon’d”; Qr (p. 40, line 11) “doost,” Q3 and Folio 
“dost”; Qz (p. 31, line 5) “‘satisfide,” Q3 and Folio “satisfied ” ; 
Qr (p. 31, line 8) “long tongde,” Q3 and Folio “long-tongu’d” ; 
Qi (p. 22, line 11) “dasell,” Q3 and Folio “dazle”; Qr (p. 3, 
line 5) “retrait,” Q3 and Folio “retreat”; and many more 
examples might be given. A word may be appended on “‘ironious ” 
(Qi, p. 37, line 6), which the Folio changes apparently into 
“erroneous”; but Q3 gives “ironous,” as if the word were derived 
from “iron” and meant “iron-like,” “harsh,” a sense which, 
however, would suit well the words preceding. 

A list of variations between the Third Quarto (1619), the First 
Quarto (1595), and the Folio (mere changes of spelling being 
usually disregarded), was given by Dr. Furnivall in his Forewords 
to the Facsimile of the Third Quarto, that is, the Second Part of 
The Whole Contention (1619). 


On p. 17 “Sc. iii.” is given instead of “Sc. iv.” Similarly on 
pp. 29 and 31 ‘‘Sc. v.” is given instead of ‘Sc. vi. and Sc. iii. in- 
stead of Sc. vil. at p. 34.” Some words are more or less indis- 
tinctly printed, as “‘sonne” (p. 77, line 6 from the bottom), which 
has nearly lost its ending; “‘armes” (p. 26, line 14); “shrift”? and 
“shriuer” (p. 46, lines 17, 18); “worthy” (p. 48, line 8 from 
bottom). The copy of Qr employed does not appear to have 
been so well printed as that of Q3. I may add that I am not 
responsible for the marking of scenes and lines in the margins. 

dB 


The true Tragedie of Richard 


Duke of Yorke , and the death of 
good King Henrie the Sixt, 


with the whole contention betweene 


the two Houfes Lancafter 
and Yorke, asit was fundrie times 
acted by the Right Honoura- 
ble the Earle of Pem- 


brooke his feruants, 


Printed at Londonby P. §. for Thomas Milling. 
towand are to be fold at his fooppe under 
Saiat Peters Church in 

Cornwal, 1 595 


rin if Te 


¥ 
. 


Enter Richard Duke of Yorke, The Earle of Warwicke, 3. Men. lV. 
The Duke of Nortfolke, Marquis Montague, E dward 15k 
Earle of March,Crookeback Richard and the yong Earle 
of Rutland,with Drumme and Souldiers,with white Ro- 
fes in their hats 


Warwike. 
of, Wonder how the king efeapt our hands. 
&] § Torke. Whillt we purfude the horlemmen 
NG 2H of the North, | 
ce i Hellilie ftole awaieand left his men! 
Sy “ 5; Whereat the great Lord of N. orthum 
Naat land, | at 
Whofe warlike earescould never brooke retrait, | 
Chargde our maine battels front,and therewich him { 
Lord Stafford and Lord Clifordall abreft (aise saa 
Brake inand were by the hands af common Souldiers sof 
Edw, Lord Staffords father Duke of Buckbingham, 
Js cither flaine or wounded dangerouflie, t 
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I cleft his Beuer with a downe right blow: 
Father that this is true behold his bloud. 


Mont. Andbrother heeres the Earle of #/ebires 


Bloud, whom /encountred asthe bartailes ioind. 


Rich. Speake thoufor me and tell them what / did. 

York, Whatis your grace dead my L. of Sunsmer fet? 
Norf. Such hope haue all the line of Johs of Gawnt 
Rich. Thus doe J hope to fhape king Henries head. 


War. And fo do Fvictorious prince of Yorke, 
Before I {ee thee feated in thar throne 
Which now the houfe of Lancafter viurpes, 
I vow by heauens thefe eies thal neuer clofe. 
This isthe pallace of that fearefull king, 
And that the regall chaire? Pofleffe it yorke< 
For this is thine and not king Hevries heires. 

York, Affitt me then {weet Warwike, and I wil: 

Forhitherare we broken in by force. . 


Norf. Weele all affift thee,and he that flies fhall die, 
Tork. Thanks gentle Norffalke.Staieby me my Lords 
and fouldiers ftaie you heere and lodge this night 3 


War, And when the king comes after him no 
Violence,vnleffe he feekto put vs out by force. 


Rich Armdeas webe, lets ftaie within this houfe? 


War. The bloudie parlement fhall this be calde. 
Vnlefle Piantagenet Duke of Yorke be king 


And bafhfull Henrie be depofde whofe cowardife 


Hath madevs by words to our enemies. 


Tork. Then leaue menotmy Lords ; fornowI meane 


Totake pofleffion of my right, 
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Yorke, and Henrie the fixt. 
War Neitherthe king norhim that loueshim beft, 
The proudeft burd that holds vp Lavaz/ffer. 
Dares ftirre a wing if #arwike {hake his bels, 
lle plane Plancagenct,. and root him out whodares ? 


Refolue thee Richard: Claime the Englifh crowne. 


Enterking Heurie the fixt,with the Duke of Exce/fer, 
The Earle of Northumberland,the Earle of Westamerland 
i peice Earle of Cuaberiand, withred Rofesin 

eir Nats, : 


King Looke Lordings where the fturdy rebel fits, 
Euen inthe chaire of ftate : belike he meanes 
Backt by the power of Harwike that falfe peere, 
To afpire ynto the crowne,andraigneas king. 
Earle of Northumberland, he flew thy father. 
And thine Céifford: and youboth haue vow'd reuenge, 
On him, hisfonnes, his fauorites and his friends. 
Noerthu. Andif [benct ,heauens be reuengd onme, 
Clif. The hope thereof, makes C/iford mournin fteel, 
Weft. What? fhall we fuffer this,lets pull him downe. 
My hart for anger breakes ,] cannot {peake. 
King. Be patient gentle Earle of Weflmerland. 
Clif. Patience is for pultrouns fich as he 
He durft not fit there had yourfather liu‘d ? 
My pratious Lord: here in the Parlement, 
Letvsaflaile the familie of Yorke, 
North, Wellhaft thou fpoken cofen,beit fo. 
King, Oknow you not the Cittie fauours then, 
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And they hawe troopesof foldiers at their becke? 
Excet, But when the D.is flaine,theile quicklie flie, 
King. Farbeit from the thoughtes of Henries hart 
To make a fhambles ofthe parlement houfe. 
Cofen of Exeter, words, frownes,and threats, 
Shall be the warres that Henrie meanes to vie. 
Thou factious duke of Yorke,defcend my throne, 
Tam thy foueraigne. 
York, Thou art deceiu‘d : 1 am thine. (York, 
Exet. For fhame come downe he made thee D.of 
York, Twasmine inheritance as the kingdome is. 
Exet, Thy father was atraytor to the crowne. 
War, Exeter thou att a traitor to the crowne, 
In following this vfurping Hlenry. 
Cif. Whom fhould he follow but his naturall king, 
War, True Clif.and thatis Richard Duke of Yorke. 
King. And thall I ftande while thou fitteft in my 
throne? 
York, Content thy felfe ic muft and fhall be fo. 
War. Be Duke of Lancafter,let him be king, 
Weft. Why?he is both king & Duke of Lancafler, 
And that the Earle of ’¢/frner/and fhall mainetaine. 
War. AndWarwike {hall difproueit. You forget 
That we are thofe that chafte youftom the field 
And flew yourfather,and with colours {pred, 
Marcht through the Cittie to the pallas gates, 
Nor, No Warwike I remember it to my griefe, 
And by his foule thou and thy houfe fhall rewit 
Weft, Plantagenet ofthee and of thy fonnes, 
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Yorke,snd Henree the fixt. 


Thy kinfmen and thy friendes, llc haue more liues, 
Then drops of bloud were in my fathers vaines. 
Chf- Virgeit no more, lealt inreuenge thereof, 
[fend thee Warmike fuch a meflenger, 
As fhall reueng his death before ftirre. 
War.Voore Clifford,how Iskorn thy worthles threats 
York, Wilye we fhew ourtide to the crowne, 
Orelfe our words fhall pleadit in the field ? 
Kixg. Whattitle hafte thou traitorto the Crowne? 
Thy father was asthou art Duke of Yorke, 
Thy grandfather Roger « Mortimer earle of March, 
Iam the fonneof Henrie the Fift whotamdethe French, 
And made the Dolphin ftoope,and feazd ypon their 
Townes and prouinces, 
War, Talkenot of France fince thou haft loft it all. 
King. The Lord protector loftit and not I, 
When I was ceownd I was but nine months old. 
Rich, Youate olde enough now and yetme thinkes 
you lofe, 
Father teare the Crowne from the Vfurpers head, 
Edw. Dofo fweet father,fet it on your head, 
Monzt.Good brother asthou lou'ft & honorft armes, 
Lets fight it out and not{tand cauilling thus. 
Rich, Sound, drums and trumpets & theking will fly. 
York, Peace fonnes : 
Northum. Peace thouand give king Henryleaueto 
{peake. (me? 
King. Ab Plantagenet , why feekeft thouto depofe 
Are wenot both both P/antagenets by birth, 


A 4 And 


3 Hen.Vi. 
Li. 


716 


The Tragedie of Richard D. of 


And from two brothers lineallie difcent ? 
Suppofe by right and equitic thou be king, 
Thinkft thou that I will leaue my kinglie feate 
Wherein my fatherand my grandfire fat ? 
No, firtt hall warre vnpeople this my realme, 
Landour colours oftenborne in France, 
And now in England to our harts ae forrow 
Shall be my winding fheete, why faint you Lords? 
My titles better farre thanhis, 
War. Proue it Henrieand thou fhaltbe king ? 
King. Why Henrie the fourth by conqueft got the 
Crowne. 
York, Twasby rebellion gainft his foueraigne. 
Kiag. Iknow not what tofaie my titles weake, 
Telime maie not aking adopt an heire? 
War, What then ? 
King. Then am] lawhull king For Richard 
The fecond in the view of manie Lords 
Refignde the Crowneto Henrie the fourth, 
Whole heire my Father was, and I am his. 
York I teli thee he rofe againft him being his 
Soueraigne,&¢ made him to tefigne the crown I pa 
War. Suppofe my Lord he dine e, 
Thinke you that were preiudiciall to the Crowne? 
Exet. No for he could not fo refigne the Crowne, 
But that the next heire mu(t fucceed and raigne, 
Ksng. Art thou againftvs,Duke of Exceter 2 
Exet. Hisis the right,and therefore pardon me, 
King. All will reuols from me and turne to him, 
Nore 
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_ Northum. Plantagenet for all the claime thou laift, 
Thinke not king Hesry {hall be thus depofde ? 
War. Depolde he fhall be in defpight of thee, 
North. V uth Warwike, Thou art eae ? tis not thy 
Southerne powers of Effex,Suffolke,Norffolke,and of 
Kent that makes thee thus prefumptuousand proud, 
Can fet the Duke vp in defpight of me. 
Cf. King Henree be thy dtle right or wrong, 
Lord Clifford vowes to fight in thy defence. 
Maie that ground gape aud {wallow me alive, 
Where Ido kneele tohun that flew my father, 
King. O Clifford how thy wordsreuiue my foule, 
Tork, Henry of Lancafter refigne thy crowne. 
What mutter you’ or what confpire you Lordsz 
War. Doe right ynto this princelie Duke of Yorke, 
Or I will fill the houfe with armed men, 
Enter Souldiers, 
Andover the chaire of ftate where now he fits, 
Wright vp his title with thy vfurping bloud. 
King. O Warwike,heare me {peake. 
Let me butraigne in quiet whilft] fiue, 
Tork, Confirme the crowne to me and to mine heires 
And thou fhaleraignein quiet whilft thou liu‘ft. 
Kizg. Conuey the fouldiers hence,and then I will, 
War, Captaine conduct them into 7 dill fieldes, 
Cléf. What wrong isthis vneothe Prince your fon? 
War. What good is this for Eng/andand himlelfe 2 
Northum. Base,fearcfull, and defpairing Henry. 
Cisf. How haft thou wronged both thy felfe and vse 


Weft. 


| 

| 
3 Hen.V1. 
i, 


The Tragedie of Rishard D. of 


Weft. \cannotftaie tohearethefe Articles. Exit. 
Cif. Nor 1,Come cofen lets go tell the Queene. 
- Northum. Bethoua praie vnto the houfe of Yorke, 
And die in bands for this ynkingly deed. Exit. 
Clif. In deeadfull warre maiftthou be ouercome, 
Orliuein peace abandon‘dand defpifde. Exit, 
Exet. They feekereuenge , and therefore will not 
yeeld my Lord. 
King. Ah Exeter? 
War, Why ihould youfigh my Lord? 
King. Not for my felfe Lord #arwike , butmy fonne, 
Whom I vanaturallie fhal! difinheric. 
But be it as it maie : I heere intaile the Crowne 
Tothee and to thine heires,conditionallie, 
That here thou take thine oath,to ceafethefe ciuill 
Broiles,and whilft Uiue to honour meas thy king and. 
Soueraiene. 
York, That oath I willinglie take and will performe. 
War. rep gliucking Hexry. Plaatagenet embrace 
im? 
King. And long liue thou and all thy forward {onnes, 
York; Now Yorke and Lancafter are reconcilde. 
Exet. Accurtbe he that feekestomakethem foes, 
Sound Trumpets. 
York My Lord Ile take my leaue, forlleto wakefield 
To my cattell, Exit Yorke andhis fonnes, 
evar. And Ilekeepe London with my fouldiers. Exit. 
Norf And fle to Norffolke with my followers. Exit. 
Mont And Ito thefeafrom whence I came. ioe 
nter 
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Enter the Oveene and the Prince. 
Excet,My Lord here comes the Queen,llefteale away. 
King. And fo will /, 
Queene. Naie aie,or elfe I follow thee. 
King Be patient gentle Queene, and then Ile flaie. 
Quce.What patience can there ?ah titacrous man, 

Thou haft yndoone thy felfe,thy fonne, and me, 

And giuen ournghts ynto the houfe of yorke. 

Artthoua king and wilt be forft to yeeld? 

Had I beene there, the fouldiers fhould haue toft 

Me ontheir launces points, before I would haue 

Granted to their wils. The Duke is made 

Proteftor of the land : Sterne Favconbridge 

Commands the narrow feas, And thinkf¢thou then 

To fleepe fecure? Iheerediuorce me Henry 

From thy bed,vntull that A@tof Parlement 

Be recalde, wherein thouyceldeft to the houfe of Yorke, 

The Northen Lords thathaue forfworne thy colours, 

Will follow mine if once they {ee them {pred, 

And fpread they fhall vntathy deepe difgrace. 

Come fonne,letsawaie and leaue him heere alone. 
King Staic gentle Margaret,andhere me {peake. 
Qucene. Thou haft {poke too much alreadie, theres 

fore be fill. , 
King Gentle fonne Edvarde,wile thou ftaie with me? 
Quee1,to be murdred by his enernies. Exit. 
Priz. When I returne with victorie trom the field, 

Ue fee your Grace,uill then lic follow her, Exit. 
King. Poore Quecue,her louc tome and to the es 

ce 
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Herfonne, 
Makes hiria furie thus forget hirfelfe. 
Reuenged maie fheebe on that accurfed Duke, 
Come cofen of Exeter, ftaie thou here, 
For Clifford and thofe Northern Lords be gone 
T feare towards Wakefield.to difturbe the Duke. 


Enter Edward,and Richard and Montague. 
Edw, Brother and cofen Afontague , gite mec leaue to 
fpeake. 
Rich, Nay,! can better plaie the Orator. 
¢ Mont. But I hauereafons ftrong and forceable. 


Enterthe Duke of Yorke. 
Tork, ee nowe fonnes what at aiarre among your 
ues 2 
Rich. Nofather, but afweete contention , aboutthat 
which concemes yourfelfe aad vs, The crowne of Ene- 
land father. 
York, The crowne boy, why Henriesyet aliue, 
And Thaue fworne that he fhall raigne in quiet till 
His death. 
Edw. But I would breakean hundred othes toraigne 
one yeare. : 
Rich. And ific pleafe yourgrace to gue me leaute, 
He fhew your grace the waie to faue youroath, 
And difpoflefle king Henriefromthe crowne. 
Yorke | prethe Dicke let me heare thy deuile, 
Rich, Then thus my Lord.Anoathisofro moment 
Being 
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Being not {worne before alawfull magiftrate. 
Henry is none but doth viurpe your tight, 
Aad yet yout grace ftands boundto him by oath, 
Then noble Bae refolue your felfe, 
And once more claime the crowne. 
Torke I,failt thou fo boiezwhy then it fhalll befo. 
J ain retolude to win the crowne, or die. 
Edward,thou halt to Edwand Brooke Lord Cobham, 
With whom the Kentifhazer ill willinglie rife 
Thou cofen ¢Afontagne,fhaltto Norffolke fraight, 
And bidthe Duketo mufter vppe his fouldiers, 
Andcome tometo Wakefield prefentlie. 
And Richard thou to Lendon ftrait shalt poft, 
And bid Richard Neuill Earle of Warwike 
Toleaue the cittieand with his men of warre, 
Tomecte me at Saint d/bens ten daies hence. 
My felfe heere in Sandal caftell will prouide 
Both menand monietofurder our attempts. 
Now,what newes # Enter a Meflenger, 
MefMy Lord,the Queene with thistie thoufand men, 
Accompanied with the Earles of Cumberland, 
Northumberland and Weftmerland, and othersof the 
Houfe of Lancaffer,are marching towards Wakefield, 
Tobefiedge youin your caftell heere. 
Enter fix Jobnand{ir Hugh Mortimer 
Yarke AGodsname,letthem come. Cofen Afontae 
ge poft you hence: and boies aie you with me, 


Sis Lohn and fx Hugh Adortomers mine vncles, 
. Your 
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your welcome co Sandailin an happic houre, 
The armie of the Queene meanes to befiedge vs. 


Six Lobrr. Shee fhall notneedemy Lorde,weelc meete 


herin the field 
York What with fiue thoufand foul diers vncle? 
Rich, father with fiue hundred for a need, 
A womans generall, what fhould you feare? 
York, Indced,manie braue battels haue I woon 
In Normandie,when as the enimie 
Hath bin ten to one,and why fhould I now doubt 
Of the like {ucceffe ?I am rebhi'd Come letsgoe. 


Edw. Letsmastchawaie,Jhearetheirdrums, Ext, 


Alarmes,and then Enterthe yong Eadleof 
Rutland and his Tutor. 
Tutor, Oh fliemy Lord, lets teaue the Caftell, 
And flie 1o Wakefield firaight. 
Enter Ciifford, 


Rut.O Tutor,looke where bloudie Chifordcomes, 
Clef. Chaplin awaie,thy Priefthood faues thy life, 


Asforthe brat of that aceurfed Duke 
Whofe father flew my father,he fhall die, 

Tutor. Oh Clifford {pare thistender Lord,leaft 
Heauen reuenge it on thy head : Oh fauc his fife. 


CLF. Soldiers awaie and drag him hence perforce : 
Awaie with thevillaine, Ext the Chaplein. 


How now, what dead alreadie? orisitfearethat 
Makes him clofe hiseics ? Tle openthem. 
Rut. Solookes the pent vp Lion on thelambe, 
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- And fo he walkes infulting ouer his praie, 


And fo heturnes againeto rend his limmes in funder, 
Oh Chifford,killme with thy fword, and 
Not with fucha cruell threatning looke, 
Lamtoomeane a fubicct for thy wrath, 
Bethou ae ade a oe let rue line, ; 

C4f. In vaine thou ore boy: athers 
Bloudl hath ftopt the ease we raedss fhoulde 

enter. 

Rut. Then let my fathers blood opeit againe ? heisa 
Man, and Céfford cope with him, 

Cisf. Had I thy brethren here, their liues and thine 
Were not reuengefuflicient for me, 
Or fhould / dig vp thy forefathers graues, 
And hang their rotten coffins vp in chaines, 
Jt could not flake mine ire,nor eafe my hart. 
The fight of anie ofthe houfe of Yorke, 
Tsasa furie to torment my foule. 
Therefore till J root out that curffed line 
And leauenot one onearth,/leliuein hell therefore 

Rut. Ohlet me praie, before / take my death, 
To thee / praie: Sweet Ciifford pittie me. 

Clif. I,fuch pittieas my rapiers point affords. 

Rut. I neuer did thee hurt , wherefore wilt thou kill 

mee? 

Clif. Thy father hath, 

Rut. But twas ere Jwasbome, 
Thou haft one fonne, for his fake pittie me, 
Leaftinreuenge thereof, fith God is iuft, 
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He be asmiferablie flaine as 7. 
Oh, let me liue in prifon all my dates, 
And when / giue occafion of offence, 
Then let me die,fornow thou haft no caufe, 
Clif No caufe 2 Thy Father flew my father ,therefore 
Die. 


Plantagenet \ come Plantagenet, . 

And this thy fonnesbloud cleauing ay blade, 

Shall ruft vpon my weapon, ull thy blow 

Congeald with his,doemake me wipe affboth. Exit, 

Alarmes,Enter the Duke of Yorke falus. 

Yorke Ah Yorke,poft tothy caftell faue thy life, 

The goale is loftthou houfe of Lancaffer, 

Thrife happiechance is it forthee and thine, 

That heauen abridgde my daies andcalsme hence, 

But God knowes what chance hath betide my fonnes : 

But this I know they have demeand themfelues, 

Like men borne to renowne by life or death : 

Three times this daie came Richardtomy fight, 

And cried courage Father: Victorie or death, 

And twife fo oft came Edwardto my view, 

With purple Faulchen painted to the hiles, 

In bloud of thofe whom he had {laughcered. 

Oh harke, /heare the drums? No waie toflie: 

No waie tofaue my life? Andheere J ftaic : 

And heere my life muft end. 


Enter the Qweene Clifford, Northsmberiand, 
ouldiers, 
Come 


28 


32 


Lorke,and Henrie the jixt. 
Comebloudie Clifford rough Northumberland, 
Idare your quenchle flefurie to more bloud. 
This isthe But,and this abides your thot, 
_ Northum, Yeeldto our mercies proud Plantagenet, 
Cif I,to fuch mercie as his ruthfull arme 
With downe tight paiment lent vnto my father, 
Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his carre, 
And made an evening at the noone tide pricke. 
Tork, My atheslike the Phenix maie bring forth 
A bird that will reuengeit on you all, 
And inthat hope I caft mine ciestoheauen, 
Skorning what ere you can afflime with ; 
Why ftaie you Lords?what, multitudes andfeare? 
Cif. So cowards fight when they canflie no longer: 
So Doues doe pecke the Rauens pierfing tallents ; 
So defperate theeues all hopeleffe of their liues, 
Breath outinuedctiues gain{t the officers. 
Tork, Oh Clifford yet bethinke thee once againe, 
Andina thy minde orerun my former time - 
And bite thy coung that flaunderit him with cowardife, 
Whole verieleoke hath made thee quake ere this. 
Clif, Twill not bandie with thee word tor word, 
But buckle with thee blowes twife two for one. 
Queene. Hold valiant Clifford for athoufand caufes, 
I would prolong the traitors life a while. 
Wrath makes hirn death,fpeake thou Northumberland, 
Nor, Hold Ciifford doe not honout him fo much, 
To pricke thy finger though to wound hishart : 
What valure were it when a curre doth grin, 
Forone tothruft his hand betweene his teeth, 
When he might {purne him with his footeawaie? 
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‘Tis warres prife to take alladuantages, 
And ten toone,is no impeach in warres, 
Fight and take him. 
Clef 1,1 fo firiuesche Woodcécke with the gin, 
North. So doththe cunnie ftrugele with the net. 
York; So triumphs theeues vpon their conquered 

Bootie-So true men yeeld byrobbers ouermatcht. 

North. What will your grace haue done with him? 

Queen, Braue watriors, Clifford & Northwmberland 
Come make him ftand vpon this molehill here, 
"That aimde at mountaines with ourftretched arme, 
And parted but the fhaddow with hishand. 
Wasityouthat reueldein our Parlement, 
And made a prechmentofyour high defeent? 
Where are your meffe of fonnes to backe younow? 
The wanton Edward,and the luftie George? 
Or where is that valiant Crookdacke pH 
Dickey yourboy,that with his grumbling voice, _ 
Was wont ta cheate hisDad in mutinies? 
Oramongft the reft,where is your darling Rutland? 
Looke Yorke? dipt this napkin in the bloud, 
Thas valiant Cioford with bis rapicrs point, 
Made iflue from the bofome of thy boy. 
Andif thine eies can water for his death, 
I giue thee thisto drie thy cheeks withall. 
Alas poore YorkesBut thar] hate thee much, 
I fhould lamentthy miferabie Rate? 
I prethee preeueto make me mertie Yorke? 
Stamp.raue andfret,that I maie fing and dance, 
What?haththy fierie hart fo parcht thine entrailes, 
Thatnota teare-can fall for Resdamds death? 

Thon 
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Thou would{t be feede I fee tomake me fpost. 

Torks cannot fpeake,vnieffe he weare a crowne, 

A crowne for Yorke?and Lords bow low tohim, 

So : holdyouhis hands, whilft /doe fet it on. 

I, nowiookes he like a king? 

Thisis he that tooke king Henries chaite, 

And thisishe washis adopted aire, 

But how isie that great “Plantagenet, 

Ts crownd fo foone, and broke his holie oath, 

As I bethinke me you fhould not be king, 

Tillour Henry had fhooke hands with death, 

And will youinspale your head with Hesrses glone, 

And rob his temples ofthe Diadem 

Now in his lifeagainftyour holte oath ? 

Oh. tis afault too too ynpardonable, 

Off with the crowne,and with the crownehis head, 

And whilft we breath, take timeto doe him dead, 
C4f- Thats my office for my fathers death. 
Queen. Yet {tay : & lets here the Orifonshe makes. 


Tork, She wolfeof France,but worle than Wolues of 


France, 


Whofe tonguemore poifon’d than the Adderstooth 


How ili befeeming is it in thy (exe, 
Totiumphilike an Avarzonian trill 

Vpon his woes, whom Fortune captiuates ? 

But that thy face is vifardlike,ynchanging, 

Made impudent by vic of euill deeds: 

[would affaie,proud Queene to make thee bluth: 


Torcell thee of whence thou art fiom whom deriu’de, 


Twere fhame enough to fhame thee, wert thou not 
fhameleffe, 
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Thy father beares the type of king of Naples, 

Of both the Sifsiles and Serufalem, 

Yetnot fo wealthie asan Englifh Yeoman. 

Hath that poore Monarch taught thee to infult ? 
It needes not,orit bootes thee not proud Queene, 
Vnleffe the Adageimutt be verifide - 

That beggers mounted, run their horfe to death. 
Tis beautie,that oft makes women proud, 

But God he ‘wotsihy fhare thereof'is fall. 

Tis gouernment,that makesthem moft admirde, 
The contrarie doth make thee wondred at. 

Tis vertue that makes them feeme deuine, 

The want thereof makes thee abhominable, 
Thou art as oppofite to euerie good, 

As the Autspodes are ynto vs, 

Orasthe fouthto the Septentrion. 

Ob Tygershart wrapt ina womans hide? 

Hovv couicftthoudraine the life bloud of the childe, 
To bid the father wipe his eies withall, 

And yetbe feene to beage a womans face? 
Women are milde, pittifull, and flexible, 

Thou indurate,flerne,rough,remorcelefle. 
Bids thou me rage?why nowv thou hatt thy wvill 
Wouldit haue meweepe? yvhy fo thou haft thy with. 
For raging windes blowes vp a ftorme of teares, 
And when the rage alaies the raine_ begins, 
Thefe teares are my tweet Rutiands oblequies, 
And euerie drop begs vengeance as it fals, 


On thee fell Clifford and 


the 


falfe French woman, 


North. Bethevy me but his paffions moue me fo, 


Ashardlie canI cheeke mine eies from teares. 


York. 


Se. 
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Tork, Thatface of bis the hungrie Cannibais 
Could not have tucht, would not haue ftaind with bloud 
But you ate nore inhumaine,more inexorable, 
O tentimes more then Tygets of Arcadia. 
See ruthlefle Oxcene a haplefle fathcrs teares. 
This cloth thou diptsin bloud of my fweet boy, 
And loe with teares I wath the bloud awaie. 
Keepe thou the napkin and go boait of that, 
And ifthou tell the heauie {toric well, 
Vpon my foule the hearers will fheed teares, 
T,euen my foes will fheed {af falling teares, 
And {aie alas.it was pittcous deed, 
Here,take the crowne,and withthe crowne my curfe, 
And in thy need fuch comfort come to thee, 
As now /reapie at thy tvvo cruell hands, 
Hard-harted Clifford,take me from the world, 
My foule to heauen,my bloud ypon your heads. 
North, Had he bin flaughterman ofall my kin, 
Jcouldnet chufe but weepe with him to fee, 
How inlie anger gripes his hart 
Quee. What weeping ripe, my Lorde Northumber- 
land? 
Thinke but vpon the wrong hedid vs all, 
And that will quicklie drie your melting tears. 
Cf. Thears for my oath,thearsfor my fathers death. 
OQugene. And thears to right our gentle harted kind. 
York, Open thy gates of mercie gratious God, 
My foule flies foorth to meet with thee, 
Queene. Off with his head and fet iton Yorke Gates, 
So Yorke maie ouerlooke the towne of Yorke, 
Excunt omnes. 
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Enter Edwardand Richard,with drum 
and Souldiers, 
Edy, After this ane ere fipht and hapleffe warre, 


How doth my noble brother Richard fare? 

Rich. 1 cannot ioy vntil Tbe refolu’de, 
Where ourtight valiant father isbecome, 
How often did I fee htm beare himfelfe, 
As doth a lion midft a heard ofneat, 
Sofled his enemies our valiantfather, 
Methinkestis pride enough tobehis fonne, 

Three funnes appeare in the aire. 
Edw, Loe how the morning opes her golden gates, 


_ And takesher farewell ofthe glorious fun, 


Dafell mine eies or doe | fee three funs? 

Rich Three glorious funs,not feperated by aracking 
Cloud, but fevered ina pale cleere fhining skie, 
See,fee,they icine embrace,and feemeto kifle, 
Asifthey vowde fome league inuiolate: 

Now arte they but one lampe,one light, one fun, 
In this the heauens doth figure fome euent. 

Ede Ithinke it cites vs brother tothe field, 
That we the fonnes of braue Plantagenet, 
Alreadie each one fhining by his meed, 

May ioinein one and ouerpecre the world, 
As this the earth,and therefore hence forward, 
Tle beare vpon my Target,three faire fhining fins, 
Butwhat art thouzthat looke/{t fo heauilie? 
(Mef:Oh one that was a wofiull looker on, 
Whenas the noble Duke of vorke wasflaine. 
Edm. O {peake no more,for lcan heare no more, 
Rich, Tell onthy tale, for / willheare it all, 
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Mef- When as the noble Duke was putto flight, 
And then purfurde by Céiffordand the Queene, 
And manie fouldiers moe , who all at once 
Let drive at himand forft the Duke toyeeld: 
And then they fer him on a molehill there, 
And crownd the gratious Dukein high defpire, 
Who then with teares began to waile hisfall. 
Thecuthlefle Qucene perceiuing he did weepe, 
Gaue him a handkercher to wipe hiseies, 
Dipt inthe bloud of fweetyoung Rarland 
By rough Ciifford flaine: who weeping tookeit vp. 
Then through hisbreft they thrutt their bloudy fwordes, 
Wholike a mbe fell atthe butchers feete. 
Then on the gates of Yorke they {et hishead, 
And there iedoth remaine the piteous {peétacle 
Thatere mine cies beheld. 

Edy, Sweet Duke of Yorke our propto leane ypon, 
Nowthouart gone there isno hope for vs: 
Now myfoules pallaceis become a prifon. 
Oh would fhe breake from compafle ofmy brealt, 
For never fhall Ihave morcioie. 

Rich, Lcannot weepe, for all my breafts moifture 
Scarfe [eruesto quench my furnace burning hart: 
Ycannotioie till this white rofe be dide, 

Buen in thehart bloud ofthe houfe of Lancafter. 
Richard Ibare thy name,and fle reuenge thy death, 
Or diemy felfe in feeking of reuenge. 

Edw. His name that valiant Duke hath lefe with thee, 
His chaireand Dukedome that remaines forme, 

Rich, Nay, ifthou be that princely Eagles bird, 


Shew thy de(cent by Baring gainit the Janne, ff 
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For chaire, and dukedome , Throne and kingdome fate: 
Foreither that is thine,or elfe chou wert not his? 
Enter the Earle of Warwike, Montagne, with 
drum, ancient,and fouldiers. 
War. How now faire Lords what fare ? what 
newesabroad ? 

Rich. Ah Warwike ? fhouldwe report the balefull 
Newes,and at each words deliuerance {tab poinyardes 
In our flefh till all were told,the words would adde 
More anguith then the wounds, 

Ah yaliant Lord the Duke of Yorke is flaine. 

Edw. Ah Warwike Warwike,that Plantagenet, 


Which held thee deere: Leuen as his foules redemption, 


Is by thefterne L.. Cifferd,done to death. 

War. Yen daiesa gol drownd thofe newes inteares. 
And now to adde more meafure to your woes, 
I come to tell you things fince then befalne. 
After the bloudie fraic at #akefield fought, 
Where your braue father breath’d hislateft gafpe, 
Tidingsas {wiflie as the poft could runne, 
Wasbrought me of your loffe,and his departure, 
I thertin London keeper of the King, 
Muttred my fouldiets, gathered flockes of ftiends, 
And verie wvell appointed as I thought, 
Marchttofaint Adbons toenterceptthe Oneene, 
Bearing the Keng in my behalfe along, 
For by my fcoutes I was aduertifed, 
That fhe was comming, witha full intent 
Todath your late decree in parllament, 
Touching king Hevries heires and your fucceffion, 
Short tale to make,we atSaint Aibons met, 

Our 
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Yorke, and Henrie the fixt. 
Our battelsioinde,and both fides fiercelie fought, 


- But whether twas the coldneffe ofthe king, 


He looktfull gentlie on his warlike Queene, 
That robde my fouldiers of their heated fpkeene 
Or whether twas report of his fuccefle, 
Ormorethen commonfeare of C/iffords rigor, 
Who thunders to his captaines bloud and death, 
icannot tell .Butto conclude with truth, 
Their weaponslike to jightnings went and came 
Ourfouldierslike the night Owles lafieflight, 
Or like anidle threfher witha flaile, : 
Fel gentlie downe as ifthey {mote theirfriends, 
I cheerd them vp with iuttice of the caufe, 
With promife of hie paie and great rewardes, 
Butallin vaine,they hadno harts to fight, 
Norwe in them no hope to wit the daie, 
Sothat We fled. The king vito the Oveene, 
Lord George yout brother, Vor ffolke,and my (elfe, 
In haft,pott haft,are come toioine with you, 
For in the marches here we heard you were, 
Making another head to fight againe. 
Edw. Thankes gentle Warwike, 
How farre hence isthe Duke with his power 2 
And when came George from Burgundieto England? 
War,Some fiue miles offthe Duke is with his power, 
But as for your brother he waslatelie fent | 
From your kind Aunt,Duches of Burgundie, 
With aide of fouldiers gainft thisneedfull warre. 
Rich. Twas ods belike, when valiant Wanmike fled, 
Oft haue I heard chy praifesin purfute, 
But neretill now thy feandall of retire. 
War, 
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The Tragedie of Richard D. of 
Wer. Nornownyy {candall Richarddoft thou heare, 


For thou fhalr know thac this right handof mine, 

Can plucke the Diadem from faint Henries head, 

And wring the awefull Scepter fromhis fills 

Were heas famous and asbold in watre, 

As he is famde for mildnefle , peace and praier. 
Rich, [knowit well Lord Warwikeblame me not, 

Twasloue I bare thy glories mademe {pcake. 

Bur inthis troubloustime, whats to be done: 

‘Shall we gothrosw away out coates of fteele, 

And clad our bodiesin blacke mourning gownes, 

Numbring our Aaensaries with our beades 

Or fhall we on the helmets of our foes, 

Tell our deuotion with reuengefull armes¢ 

If for the laft, fate Zand toit Lords. 

War. Why therefore Warwike came to findiyou out, 
And therefore comes my brother (AZantague. 
Ascend me Lords,the proud infultng Queene, 

With Clifford and the haught Northumberland, 

And oftheir feathermanie mo proud birdes, 

Haue wrought the eafie melting king like wax. 

He {ware confenr ta your ficcefsion, 

His oath inrolled in the Parliament, 

But now to Londonall the crew are gone, 

To fruftrate his oath or what befides 

May make againftthe houfe of Laxcafher. 

Their power / geffe them fifty thoufand ftrong. 
Wow ifthe helpe of Norffelke and my felfe, 

Can but amount to 48. thoufand, 

With all the friendes that thou braue earle of CMarch, 
Among the louing Wel(hmen canft procure, 


Why 


Sc.v. Yorke, and Henrie the fist. 
Why via, To London will we march amaine, 
- Andonce againebeftride our foming fteedes, 
152 And once againe crie charge vpon the foe, 
But never once againeturne backe and fiie. 
Rich, 1,now me thinkes I heare great Warweke fpcake: 
Nere maiehe live to feea funfhine daie, 
156 That cries retire, when Warwike bids him ftay. 
Edw, Lord Warmke,on thy fhoulder will Ileane, 
And whenthou faints,mult Edward falls 
Which perill heauen forefend. 
160 War. No longer Earle of AZarch but Duke of Yorke, 
The next degree,is Englands royall king: 
And king of England fhalt thou be proclaimde, 
In every burrough as we pafle along: 
164 Andhe that cafts not vp his cap forioie, 
Shall for the offence make forfeit of his head. 
King Edwardaliant Richard, ALontagne, 
Stay we nolonger dreaming of renowne, 
168 But forward to effect thefe refolutions. 
Enter a.Meflenger. 
Mef-The Duke of Norffelke {ends you wordby me, 
The Queene is comming with a puiffant power, 
And craues your companie for {peedie councell. 
me War, Why then ie forts braue Lordes. Lets marcha- 
way. _ Exeunt Omnes. 
Enter sree and Oneene,Prince Edward,and 
the Northerne Earles, with drum 
and Souldiers, 
Quee. Welcome my Lord to thisbraue town of Yorke 
Yondersthe head ofthat ambitious enemie, 
Thatfoughtto be impaled with your crowne, 


Doth 
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Dothnot the obieét pleafe your eie my Lord ? 
King. Euen as the rockes pleafe them that feare their 
wracke, 
Withhold reuenge deare God ,tisnot my fault, 
Nor wittingliehaue | infringde my vow. 
Clif My gratious Lord,thistoo much lenitie, 

And harmefull pittie muft be laid afide, 

To whom do Lyons caft their gentle looke 

Norto the beaft that would viurpe his den. 
“Whofe hand is that the fauage Beare doth licke , 
Nothis that {poiles his young before his face. 

Whofe {capesthe lurking ferpentes mortall {ting 2 

Not he that {ets his foot vpon her backe, 

The fmalleit worme will curne being trodenon, 

And Doues will pecke,in refeue of their broode, 
Ambitious Yorke did leuell at thy Crowe, 

Thou {miling ,while he knit his angrie browes, 
Hebuta Duke,would haue his fonne a king, 

And raife his iffue like a louing fire. 

Thou being a king bleft with a goodlie fonne, 

Didft giue confent to difinherit him, 

Which argude thee amoft vnnaturall father. 
Vnreafonable creaturesfeed their yong, 

And though mans face be fearefull to their cies, 

Yet in protection oftheir tenderones, 

Who bath notfeene them cuen with thofe fame wings 
Which they hauefometime vide in fearefull Hight, 
Make warre with him, that climes ynto their neft, 
Offring their owne liues in their yongs defence 2 
For fhamemy Lord,makethem your prefident, 

Were itnot pittie that this goodlie boy, 
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_ fhouid lofe his birth right through hisfathers fault? 


And long hereatterfaie vnto his child, 

What my ae grandfazher and grandfire got, 

My carelefie father fondlie gaue. awaie ? 

Looke onthe boy and let his manlie face, 

Which promifeth fucceffefull fortune toys all, 

Steele thy melting thoughtes, 

To keepe thine owne,andleaue thine owne withhim, 
King, Full wel hath Clifford plaid the Orator, 

Inferring arguments of mighty force, 

But tell me,didft thouneuer yet heare tell, 

Thatthingseuill got had euer bad fucceffe, - 

And happie cuer was it for thatfonne, 

Whofe fatherfor his hoording went to hell, 

Ileaue my fonne my vertuous deedes behind, 

And would my father had left me no more, 

For all the reftis held at {uch arate, 

Asaskesathoufand times more care to keepe, 

Then maie the prefent profit counteruaile. 

Ahcofen Yorke, would thy beft friendes did know, 

How itdoth greeue methat thy head ftands there. 
Quee. My Lord,thisharmefull pittie makes yourfol- 

lowers faint, 

you promifde knighthood to your princelie fonne. 

Vofheath your fword and ftraight doe dub him knight, 

Kncele downe Edward, 
King. Edward Plantagenet arife a knight, 

Andleame this leffon boy,drawthy {word in right. 

* Prince. My gratious father by your kingly leaue, 

Tle draw it as apparant to the crowne, 

And in that guarrel y{eit to the death. 

Northam. 
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66 Northim, Why that is fpoken like atoward prince, 
Enter a Meflenger 
Mef. Royall commaunders be in readineffe, 
tes For with a band of fiftiethoufand men, 
Comes Warwike backing ofthe Duke of Yorke. 
t And in the townes wheteas they paffe along, 
Proclaimes him king,and manie fites to him. 
+72 Prepare your battels, for they be athand. 
Clif. L would ioe h pie would departthe field, 
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The Queene hath beft cceffe when you are abfent, 72 

{ Quee.Do good my Lord, and leaue vs to our fortunes, 

{76 King. Why thatsmy forcune, therefore He fay ftill. 
Céf.Be it with refolution thento fight. 

+78 Prince, Good father cheere thefe noble Lords, ve 
+ 80 Vnfheath your fword, {weet father crie Saint George, 

* Cif. Pitch we our battell heere, forhencewee will not 

moue. 
| Enter the houfe of Yorke, 
$27 Edward Now periurde Heurie yvilt thou yeelde thy 
crovyne, 

+ And kneele formercie atthy foueraignes feete? 80 

84 Queen. Go rate thy minions proud infulting boy, 

i Becomesit thee to be thus male pert, 

t Before thy king and lawfull foueraigne 2 

t Edw, Lamhis king,and he fhould bendhis knee, 8a. 

88 Iwas adopted heire by his confent. 

{ George. Since when he hath broke his oath, 

t For as we heare youthat are king 
490 Though he doe weare the Crowne, se 

Haue caufde him by new act of Parlement 

faz To blot out brother out,and puthis owne fonin, 90 
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Yorke, and Henrie the fixt. 


CUE. Andreafon George. Whofhould fucceede the fa 
ther but the fonz 


Rich. Axe youtheir butchers 


Clif. £ Crookbacke , here l {tand to anfwere thee , or any 
ofyour forr. 
Rich, Twasyou that kild Retland,wasit not? © 
Chf. Yes and old Terketoo,and yet not fatisfide. 
Rich, For Gods fake Lords giue fynald to thefight. 
War. What faieftthou Henry? wilt thou yeelde thy 
crowne? 
QOucen, \Whai,long tongde War, dare you fpeake? 
When you and J met at faint 4/bones lalt, 
Your legs did better feruice than your hands. 
War. I,then twas my tume to flee,but nowtis thine, 
Clif, You faid fo much before, and yet you fled. 


War. Twas not your valour Clifford , that drouemes, 


thence. 
Northam. No nor your manhood Warmike, that could 
make you iteie. 
Rich, Northumberland Nortbumberland,wee holde 
Thee reuerentlie. Breake off the parlie, for icarfe 
I canrefraine the execution of my big {wolne 
Hart,againft that Ciford there, that 
Cruell child-killer. 
Clif. Why I kild chy father, calft thou hima child? 
Rich Like a villaine and atrecherous coward, 
As thou didft killourtenderbrother Rutland. 
But ere funne {et lie make thee curfethe deed. 
King. Haue doone with wordes great Lordes, and 
Heare me fpeake. 


Quen. Defie them then,or elfe hold clofe thy lips. 
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The Tragedie of Richard Dif 
King. Iprethe gine.no limits tomy tongue, 
Tam aking and priuiledge to {peake. 
Clif. My Lord the wound that bred this meeting here 
Cannotbe cru’d with words, therefore be {till, 
Rich. Then executioner vniheath thy fword, 
By him that madeys all I arn refolu’de, 
That C/éffords manhood hangsvponhis tongue. 
Edm, What faiftthou Henry, fhall J haue my right 
orno? 
Athoufand men haue broke their faft to daie, 
That nere fhall dine, vnleffe thou yeeld the crowne. 
War. |fthou denietheit bloudsbeon thy head, 
For Yorke in iuftice puts his armour on. 
‘Prin, Wall be right that WarnikeGies is right, 
Thete isno wrong but all things muft be right. 
Rich. Whofoeuer got thee,there thy mother fiands, 
For well I wot thou haft thy mothers tongue. 
Queen. But thowart neither like thy fire nor dam, 
But like a foule mifhapen ftygmaticke 
Markt by the deftinies to be auoided, 
Asvenome Todes,or Lizards fainting lookes, 
Rich. Iron of Naples, hid with Engltlh gilt, 
Thy father beares the title ofa king, 
Asifa channellfhould be calde the Sea; 
Shames thou not, knowing ftom whence thou art de- 
Riu'de,to parlie thus with Englands lawfull heires? 
Edw.A wilpe of ftraw were worth athoufand crowns, 
To make that fhamelefle callet know her felfe, 
Thy husbands father reueld in the hart of France, 
And tam/de the French, and made the Dolphin ftoopes 
And had hemacht according to his tate, 
He 
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Yorke,and Henvie the fixt. 
He might have kept that gloric till this daie, 


~ But when hetooke a beggerto his bed, 


And pracft thy poore fire with his bridall daie, 
Then that fun-fhine bred a fhowre forhim 
Which watht his fathers fortunes out of France, 
And heapt feditions on his crowne at home. 
For what hath mou’d thefe tumults but thy pride 2 
Hadf thoubeene mecke,our title yet had flept ? 
And weinpittie ofthe gentle king, 
Had flipt ourclaime vntill an other age. 
George. But when we faw ourfummer brought the 


aine, 
And Bar eharueft brought vs no incteafe, 
We fet the axeto thy yfurping root, 
And thoughthe edge have fomething hit our felues, 
Yet know thou we willneuer ceafe to ftrike, 
Till wehaue hewne thee downe, 
Orbath’d thy growing with our heated blonds, 
Edw. And inthis refolution,| defie thee, 
Not willing anie longer conference, 
Since thou denieft the gentle king to fpeake. 
Sound trumpets, let our bloudie colours waue, 
And either vietoric or elfe a graue, 
Quer, Staie Edward ftaie, 


&dm, Hence wrangling woman, lie no longer flaie, 


_ Thy wotds will coft ten thoufand ltues to daic. 


Exsynt Omnes. Alarmes, 
EnterWarwike. 
War Sote {pent with toile as runners with the race, 
Ilaie me downea little while to breath, 
For ftrokes receiude,and phe blowes repaide, e 
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Hath robd my ftrong knit finnews of their ftrength, 
And force perforce needes muft / reft my felfe. 
Enter Edvard, 
Edw. Smile gentle heauens or {trike vngentle death, 
That we maie die vnlefle we gaine the daie : 
What fatall ftarre malignant frownes from heauen 
Vpon the harmeleffe line of Yorkes true houfe ? 
Enter George. 
George, Comebrother,come,letsto the field againe, 
For yet theres hope inough to win the daie- 
Then let vs backe co cheere ourfainting Troupes, 
Leftthey retire now we haueleft the Pid, 
War. How now my lords: what hap, what hope of good 
Enter Richard running. 
Rich. Ab Warwike, why hatte thou withdrawne thy felfe? 
Thy noble father in the thickelt thronges, 
Cride till for Warwike his thrife valiant fon, 
Vnuill with choufand fwordshe wasbefet, 
And manie wounds made in his aged breft, 
And as he tottering fate vpon his fleede, 
He waft his hand tome and cride aloud: 
Richard,commend me to my valiant fonne, 
And ftillhe cride #arwike reuenge my death, 
And with thofe words he tumbled off his horfe, 
And fothenoble Salsbury gaue vp the ghoft. 
War. Thenict the earth be drunken withhis bloud, 
Te kill my horfe becaufe I will not flie: 
And here to God ofheauen I make avow, 
Neuer to paffe from forth this bloudy field 
Till 1am full reuenged for his death, 
Edw, Lord Warweke,ldoe bend my knees with thine, 
And 
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__ And in that yow now ioine my foule to thee, ant 
Thou fetter vp and puller downe of kings, a7t 
vouch fafe a gentle victorie to vs, x 
Orlet ys die before we loofe the daie: % 
George. Then let vs hafte to cheere the fouldiers harts, 494 
And calithem pillers chat will ftand to vs, sy 
Andhiely promife to remunerate 2+ 
Their truftie feruice,in thefe dangerous warres. * 
Rich, Come,come awaie,and ftand not to debate, K 
For yetis hope of fortune good enough. 5st 
Brothers, giue me your hands, and let vs part ost 
And take our leaues yntill we meet againe, PERE 42t 
Where ere it be in heauen or in earth. 48 
Now I that neuer wept,now meltin wo, set 
To feethefe dire mifhaps continue fo, * 
Warwike farewel, * 
War, Awaie awaie,once more {weet Lords farewell, 48 
Exeunt Ommnes, 
Alarmes and then enter Richard at one dore ILiv. 
and Chfferd at the other. 
Rich. AC. fed a Clifford, x 
Clif. A Richarda Richard, x 
Rich. Now Clifford,for Yorke & young Rutlands death, 1-3 
This thirfty {word that longs to drinke thy bloud, 2+ 
Shalllop thy limmes,and {life thy curfed hart, x 
For toreuenge the murdersthou haft made. at 
Clif. Now Ricbard,I am with thee here alone, 5 
This isthe hand that ftabd thy father Yorke, 
And this the hand that flew ify brother Rutland, 
And heres the heart that criumphs in their deathes, 8+ 
And cheeresthefe hands thatflew thy fire and brother, 
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ILiv. The Tragedie of Richard D.of Sc.Vi 
Toexecute the like ypon thy felfe, 12 
1 And {ohaue at thee. 
Alarmes.They fight, and then enters #armike 


andrefcues Richard & then exeunt amues, 


ILv. Alarmesftill,and then enter Henry ols, Sox 
* Hen. Oh gratious God ofheauenlooke downeon vs 
* And fet fome endes to thefe inceflant griefes, 
44 How like a ma(tleffe fhip vpon the feas, 
t7 | This woful battaile doth continue ftill, 4 
$5-7 Now leaning this way now to that fide driue, 
* And none doth know to whom the daie will fall. 
x O would my death might ftaie thefe ciuilliars/ 
* Would] had neuerraind,nornere bin king, ’ 
$1619 (Margret and Cifford,chide mefrom the fielde, 
+ Swearing they had beft fuccefle when / was thence. 
$19 Would Godthatl were dead {0 all were well, 
¥ Or would my crowne fuffice, I were content 12 
*  Toyeeld it them and live a priuate life. 
“atl Enter a fouldier with a dead man in his armes, 
55 Sonld Wblowes the wind that profitsno bodie, 
{ This man that I haue flaine in fight to daie, 
+ Maie be pofleffed of foine ftore of crownes, 16 
{56 And] will fearch to find them ifI can, 
{67 But ftay. Me thinkes it is my fathers face, 
£3 Oh I tishe whom I haue flaine in fight, 
$64 From London was] preft our by the king, 20 
$65-6 My father he came on the part of Yorke, 
{ And in this confliét I haue flaine my father: 
{69 Oh pardon God, ] knew not what I did, 
70 And pardon father,for Iknew thee not. De 
Enteran other fouldier with a dead man. 
2, Sonld. 
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2.Soxl.Lie there thou that foughtft with me fo floutly, 
Now let me fee what {tore okecld thou hatte, 
But ftaie,me thinkes this is no Seis 
Oh noit ismy fonne that / haue {laine in fight, 
O monttrous times begetring fuch euents, 
How cruel bind soleoneas 
This deadlie quarrel dailie doth beget, 
Poore boy thy father gaue thee liftoo late, 
And hath bereawde thee of thy life too fone, 
King Wo aboue wo, griefe more then common griefe, 
Whilft Lyons warre and battaile for their dens, 
Poore lambs dofeele the rigar oftheir wraths; 
The red rofe and the white are on his face, 
The fatal colours of our ftriuing houfes, 
Wither one rofe, and let the other flourifh, 
For if you ftriue, ten choufand lives muft perith. 
1 Sosld. How will my mother for my fathers death, 
Take on with me and nere be fatisfide? 
2.Sol, How willmy wife for flaughter of my fon, 
Take on with me and nere be fatisfide? 
King How willthe people now mifdeeme theirking, 
Oh would my death their mindes could fatisfie. 
1 Sould. Was euer fon fo rude his fathers bloud to fpil? 
2 ,Soxt. Was ever father{fo vnnaturall his fon to kill? 
King. Was euer king thus greeud and vexed ftill? 
1 Sond, Ue beare thee hence from thisaccurfed place, 
For wo ismeto fee my fathers face, 
Exit with hisfather. 
2.Soud, lie beare thee hence & let them fight that wil, 
For /haue murdered where I fhould not kill, 
Exit with his fonne. 
Cc 30 King. 
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K Hen, Weepe wretched man, lle lay thee teare fortear, 
Here fits a king as woe begone as thee, 

Alarmes and enter the Queene, 
Queen, Awaie my Lord to Barwicke prefentiie, 
The daie isloft,our friends are murdered, 
No hopcis left for vs, therefore awaie, 

Enter prince Edward. 

Prince. Oh father flie,our men haue left the field, 
Take horfe {weet father, Jet vs faue our felues. 


Enter Exeter, 
Exct. Awaie my Lord for vengance comes along with 
Nay ftand not to expoftulare make haft, (him; 


Or elfe come after, Ile awaic before. 

K Hen, Naic flaic good Exeter for Ile along with thee. 
Entet Cifford wounded, with an 

arrow in his necke. 

Clif. Heere burnes my candell out, 

That whilftit lafted gaue king Hezry light. 

Ah Laacaffer,] fearethine ouerthrow, 

More then my bodies parting from my foule. 

My loue and Rare glude manie friendes to thee, 

And now / die,that tough commixture meles. 

Impairing Henry biplane mifproud Yorke, 

The common people {warme like fummer fhes, 

And whither flies the Gnatsbut to the fin? 

And who fhines now but Herries enemie? 

Oh Pheebas had{t thou ncuer giuen confent, 

That Phaeton thould checke thy ficrie fteedes, 

Thy burning carre had neuer {corcht the earth. 

And Henry hadlt thourliu’d as kings fhould doe, 

Andas thy father and his father did, 
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Giuing no foot vnto the houfe of Torke, 
Tand ten thoufand in this wofull land, 
Had left no mourning Widdowes for our deathes, 
And thou this daie hadit kept thy thronein peace. 
For what doth cherifh weedes but gentle aire 2 
And what makes robbers bold but lenitie 
Bootlefleare plaintes, and cureleffe aremy woundes, 
No waicto flie,no ftrengthto hold our flight, 
The foe is mercileffe and will not pittie me, 
And at their hands / haue deferude no pittie. 
The aire is got into my bleeding wounds, 
And much effufe ofbloud doth make me faint, 
Come Yorke and Richard Warwike and the reft, 
1 ftabde yourfathers , now come fplit my brett. 

Enter Edmard,Richardand Warwike, 

and Souldiers. 
Edw. Thus farre our fortunes keepes an vpward 
Courfe,and we are graft with wreathes of victories 
Some troopes purfue the bloudie minded Queenc, 
That now towards Barwrke doth polte amaine, 
Butthinke you that Clifford is fled awaie with them? 
War, No,tisimpoffible he fhould efcape, 
Fort though before his face I fpeake the words, 
Your brother Richard markt him forthe graue, 
And where fo ere he be I warrant him dead. 
Clifford eater then dies. 


Edw, Harke, what fouteis this hat takes his heauy leaue? 


Rich. A deadlie grone,like life and deaths departure. 
Edw. See who itis, and now the battailes ended, 
Friend or foe, let him be friendlic vfed. 


Rich. Reuerfe thac doome of metcie, for tis Cole 
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Who kild ourtender brother Rutland, 
And ftabd our princelie father Duke of Yorke. . 
Par, From off the gates of Yorke fetch downe the 
Head, Y ourfathers head which Cifford placed there. 
Infteed of that,let his fupplic the roome. 
Meafure for meafure mult be anfwered. 
Edv. Bring forth that fatall skrichowle to 
our houfe, 
That nothing {ung to vs but bloudand death, 
Now bis euill boding tongue no mote thall {peake, 
War Ithinke his endeHaisdaig is bereft. 
Say Ciifford,dooft thou know who fpeakesto thee f 
Darke cloudie death orefhades his beames of life, 
And henorfeesnor heares vs what we faie, 
Rich. Oh would he did,and {o pethaps he doth, 
And tis his policie that in the time of death, 
He might auoid fuch bitter formes ashe 
Inhis houre of death did giue vnto our father. 
George. Richard if thou thinkeft fo, vex him with ea- 
er words. 
Rich, Cliford,aske mercie and obtaine no grace. 
Edw. Cliffordxepentin bootleffe penitence. 
War. Clifford deuife excutes for thy fault. 
George. Whilft we deuife fell tortures for thy fault. 
Rich, Thou pittiedft Yorke,and I am fonne to Yorke. 
Edm, Thou pittiedft Rutland, and I will pittie thee. 
George. Wheres captaine « Margaret to fence you 
now? 


War. They mockethee Clifford {weare as thou watt . 


wont,. 


Rick, What not an oth ?Nay,then / know hees dead, 
Fi Tis 
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Tis hard,when Clifford cannot foord his friend an oath, 
By this I know hees dead,and by my foule, 
Would this right hand buy but an howres life, 
That] in all contempt might raile at him. 
Ide cutit off and with the iffuing bloud, 
Stifle the vilTaine whofe inftanched thirft, 
Yorke and young Rutland could not fatisfie. 
War. I ut he is dead,off with the traitors head, 
And veare itin the place your fathers {tands. 


_ And nowto London with triumphant march, 


There to be crowned Englands tawfull king. 

From thence fhall Sky croffe thefeasto France, 
And aske the ladie Boma for thy Onecene, 

So fhalt thou finew both thefe landes togither, 

And hauine France thy friend thou needft not dread, 
The fcattered foe that hopes to rife againe. 

And though they cannot greatly {ting to hurt, 
¥etlooke to haue them bufie to offend thine eares. 
Firft He fee the coronation done, 


_ And afterward Ile crofie the feasto France, 


To effec this marriage ifit pleafe my Lord. 
Edy, Euen as thou wilt good Warwike let it be. 
But firft before we goe, George knecle downe. 
We here create thee Duke of C/arence,and pitt thee with 
the fword, 
Our younger brother Richard Duke of Glocefter. 
Warwike as my felfe fhal do & yndo as him pleafeth belt. 
Rich. Letme be Duke of Clarence, George of Glofler, 
For Gioffers Dukedome is too ominous, 
War. Taththatsa childifh obferuation, 
Rickardbe Duke of Glofter, Now to London, i. 
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Tofee thefe honorsinpoffefsion.  Exeust Ommnes. 
Enter two keepers with bow and arrowes. 

Keeper. Come, lets take ourftandsvpon this hill, 

And by and by the deere will come this waie. 

But ftaie,heere comes a manzlets liften him a while, 


Enter king Haarie difguifde. 
Hen, Frorn Scotland am | ftolne euen of pureloue, 
And thus difguifde to greet my natiue land, 
No, Heerieno,/tis no land of thine, 
No bending knee will call thee Cafar now, 
Nohumble futers fies tothee for right, 
For how canftthou helpe them and not thy felfe? 
Keeper. | macric fir,hereis adeere,hisskinisa - 
Keepers fee.Sitra ftand clofe,for as I thinke, 
This is the king king Edward hath depofde, 
Hen. My Queene and fonne poore foules are gone to 
France,and as lheare the great commanding Wanwike, 
‘Tointreat a marriage with the ladie Bona, 
Ifthis be true, poore Oneene and fonne, 
Your labour is but {pentin yaine, 
For Lewisisa prince foone wun with words, 
And Warwike isa fubtill Orator. 
He laughesand faies, his Edward isinftalde, 
She weepes,and faiesher Henry is depofde, 
He on hisright hand asking a wife for Edvard, 
She on his left fide crauing aide for Henry, 
Keeper. What art thouthat talkes ofkings and queens? 
Hew. Morethen I feeme. for leffe Ifhould not be, 
Amanatleaft,and more I cannot be, 
And men maic talke ofkings,and why not Iz 
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Keeper. Tout thou talkeftasif thou werta king thy felfe. 


_ Hen. Why fo Lam in mind though not in fhew. 
Keeper. And ifthoube aking whereis thy crowne? 
Hen. My crowne isia my hart not on my head, 
My crowne is calde contemt,a crowne that 
Kings doe feldome times enioy. 
Keeper. Aud ifthou be a king crownd with content, 
Your crowne content and you,muft be content 
To go with ys ynto the officer, foras wethinke 
You are our quondam king, K. Edward hath depofde, 
And therefore we charge you in Gods name & the kings 
To go along with ys vate the officers, 
Hes. Gods name be fulfild, your kings name be 
Obaide,andbe you core: and Ile obay. 
Exeunt Omnes. 
Enterking Edward,Clarence,aind Glofter, Montague, 
_ - Haffings, and the Lady Gray. 
K Edw Brothers of Clarenve,and of Gloceffer, 
This ladies husband heere fir Richard Gray, 
Atthe battaile of faint Albones did lofe his life, 
His lands thei were feazed on by the conqueror. 
Her {ute is row to repoffeffe thofe lands, 
And fith in quarrell of the houfe of Yorke, 
The noble gentleman did lofe his life, 
In honor we cannot denie her fure. 
Glo. Your highneffe fhall doe weil to grant it then, 
K Edw I,fo /will,but yet Ile make a paufe. 
Glo, J,isthe wind in that doore? 
Clarence,} fee the Lady hath fome ening toprant, 
Before the king wiil grant her humble fute, 
Cla. He knows the game,how wellhe keepes the wind. 
K Edy, 
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K Ed Widowcome {ome other time to know our mind. 
La. May it pleafe your grace J cannot brooke delaies, 

Tbefeech your highneffe to difpatch me now, 

K Ed. Lords giue vs leaue,wee meane to trie this wi- 

dowes wit. 

Cla. 1,good leaue haue you, 

Géa. For you will haue leaue till youth take leaue, 

And leaue you to your crouch. 

K &d, Come hither widdow,howe many children bafte 

thou? 

Cla.\thinke he meanesto beggea child on her, 

Glo. Nay whip methen, heele rather giue hir two. 

La, Three my moft gracious Lord. 

Glo, You fhall haue foure and you wil berulde by him. 

K Ed. hs it not pittie they {houlde loofe their fathers 

Jands 2 

La. Be pittifull then dread L. and Lc it them. 

K Edw. lle tell thee how thefe lands are to be got. 

La, So fhall you bind me to your highneffe feruice. 

K Ed What feruice wiltthou doe me if I grantit them? 

La, Buen what your highneffe fhall command, 

Glo, Naie then widow Ile warrant you all your 

Husbands lands, if you grantto do what he 

Commands, Fight “lok orin good faith 

You catch aclap. 

Cla, Naie feare hernotvnleffe the fall. 

Gla, Marie godsforbor man, for heele take vantage 

then. 

La, Why flops my Lord, fhallI not know my taske 2 

K Ed. An eafie taske,tis but to louea king. 

La, Thats foone performde,becaufe lam afubiect, 

KE 
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K &4d. pis thy hushandes landes / freelic giue 
é thee, 


La.\ take my leaue with mante thoufand thankes. 
Cla. The matchis made, fhee feales it with acurfie. 
K Ed Staie widdow ftaie,what loue doft thou thinke 
I fue fomuch to get? 
La, My humble feruice, fuch as fubie&ts owes and 
thela wes commands, 
K &d. Noby my troth, Imeant no fuchloue, 
But co tell thee rhe troth,I aime to lie with thee. 
La, To tell you plaine my Lord, Thad rather lie 
in prifon. 
K Edy. Why then thou canftnot get thy husbandes 
lands. 
La. Then mine honeftiefhallbe my dower, 
For by that loffe I will not purchafe them. 
K &d. Herein thou wroneftthy children mightilie, 
La.Heerein your highnefle wrongs both them and 
Me,butmightie Lord this merrie inclination 
Agreesnot with the fadneffe ofmy fuce. 
Pleafe it your highnes to difmiffe me either with J or no, 
K &d I sfthou faie tomy requeft, 
No,ifthoufaieno tomy demand. 
La. Then no my Lord,my fute is at an end, 
Glo, The widdow likeshim not , fhee bends thebrow, 
Cla. Why heis the blunteft woer in chriftendome, 
K Ed Herlookesare all repleat with maiettie, 
One waie or other fhe is fora king, 


And fhe fhall be my loue or elfe a Queene, 
0. 


Saie thatking Edward tooke thee for his Oweene. * 
La. Tisbettes faidthen done,my gratious Lord, 90 
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Zama fubiedt ficto ieft withall, 
But far vnfit to bea Soueraigne. 
K Edw. Sweet widdow,by my ftate Hweare, /{peake 
No more then what my hart intends, 
And thatis.to entoie thee for my loue. 
La. And thatis more then1 willy yeeld ynto, 
Tknow /amtoobadtobeyour Oxcere, 
And yet too good to be your Concubine, 
K Edw. Youcauill widdow I didmeane my Gazene. 
La. Your grace would be loath my fonnesfhouldcal 
oufather. 
K Eda..No more then when my daughters call thee 
Mother. Thou art a widow and thou Fat forme children. 
And by Gods mother /being butabacheler 
Haue other fome Why tisa happy thing 
Tobethe father of manie children. 
Argueno more, for thoufhaltbe my Queene. 
Gio, The ghoftlie father now hath done his thrift. 
Cla. When he was made a fhnuertwas for fhift, 
XK Edw. Brothers, you mufe what talkethe widdow 
And / have had,you would thinkeit ftrange 
IfZ fhould marrie her. 
Cla, Marie her my Lord,to whom? 
K Edw, Why Clarence to my feife. 
G/o, That would be ten daies wonder at the leaft, 
Cla. Why thatsa daie longerthen a wonder laftes. 
Gé. And fomuch more are the wonders in extreames, 
K Edw.Well,ieaft on brothers, can tell you, bir 
Suteis granted for her husbands /ands. 
Entera Meflenger. 
(MY And itpleafe your grace, Henry your foeis 
Taken, 
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Taken,and brought as prifoner to your pallace gates, + 
_K Edm. Awaie withhim and fend him to the Towes, 420 | 
Andlet ys go queftion with the man about + 
His apprehenfion.Lords along, and vfe this 
Ladie honorablie, Exennt Onsmes, feet 
Manet Glofter and {peakes. 
Gloft.1,Edward will vfe women honourablie, 124 
Would he were wafted marrow,bonesandall, 
‘That from his loinesno iffue might fuceced | + 
To hinder me from the goldentime /looke for, 428+ 
For Jam not yet lookt on in the world. * 
Firftis there Edward Clarence, and Henry 480+ 
And his fonne,and all they looktfor iffue 4 
Of their loines ere 7 can plant my felfe, 1324 
Acold premeditation for my purpofe, 788 
What other pleafare is there in the world befidep 147t 
Iwill go clad my bodie in gaie ornaments, | | 149 
And lull my felfe-within a ladies lap, vet 
And witch {weet Ladies with my words and lookes, 150 
Oh monftrous man,to harbour iuch a thought! 4544 
Why loue did fcorne me in my mothers wombe, 153+ 
And for J fhould not deale inhir affaires, { 
Shee did corrupt fraile nature in the flefh, 1554 
And plafte an enuious mountaine on my backe, 7594 
Where fits deformity to mocke my bodie, 3 188 
Todrie mine arme yp like a withered fhrimpe. 156+ 
To make my legges ofan vnequall fize, 159} 
Andam /then aman tobebelou’d? 168 
Eafier for me to compafie twentie crownes, 199+ 
Tut /can fmile,and murder when / {mile, 1824 
J crie content,to that that greeues me molt, { 
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Ieanadde coloursto the Camelion, 
Aod fora need change fhapes with Proteus, 
And fet the afpiring Catalin to fchoole. 
Can f doethis,and cannot get the crowne? 
Tuth wereitten times higher,/le pullit downe. Exit, 
Enter king Lewis andthe ladic Bona, and Oueene 
Margaret, Prince Edward, and Oxford 
and others. 
Lewes. Welcome Oneere Margaret tothe Court of 
Frante, 
It fits not Lewis to fr while chou dott ftand, 
Sit by my fide, and here vow to thee, 
Thou thalthaue aide torepoffeffe thy right, 
And beat proud Edward from his vfurped feat, 
And place king Afeavy in his formerrule. 
Qucen, Zhumblic thanke yourroyall maieftie. 
And praythe God of heauentobleie thy ftate,. 
Great king of France,that thus regards our wrongs, 
Enter Warwike. 
Lew. How now, whois this? 
Qucen. Our Earle of Warvike Edwardes chiefeQt friend, 
Lew, Welcome braue Warmke, vehat brings thee to 
Prance? 
War. From watthy Edward king of England, 
My Lord and Soueraigne and thy vowed fiiend- 
J come inkindnes and vafainedloue, 
Firlt to do greetingsto thy royall perfon. 
And then to crauea league of amitie, 
And laftlieto confirme that amitie 
With ouptiall knot ifthou vouchfafe co prant 
"That vertuousladic Boa thy faire filter, 
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_ ToEnglands king in lawfull marriage. 


Queen. And ifthis go forward all our hope is done, 
War. Aud gratious Madam,in our kings behalfe. 
Jam commanded with your loue and fauour, 
Humblie to kiffe your hand and with my tongue, 


_Totell the paffions of my foueraines hart, 


Where fame late entring at his heedfulleares, 

Hath plaft thy glorious image and thy vertues. 

Queen, King Lewes and iy Bows heare me fpeake, 

Before youanfwere Warwike or his words, 

For hee it ishath done vs all thefe wrongs, 

War. Iniurious (Margaret. 

“Prince Ed, Andwhynot Queene? 

War. Becaufe thy father Henry did vfurpe, 

And thouno more art Prince then fhee is Queene, 

Ox. Then Warmike difanuls great Jobn of Gaunt, 

That did fubdue the Reet of Spaine, 

And after Lobn of Gaunt wife Henry the fourth, 

Whole wifedome wasa mirrour to the world, 

And after this wife prince Henry the fift, 

Who with his proweffe conquered all Frasce, 

From thefe our Henrieslineallie difcent. 

War ,Oxford,how haps that in this fmooth difcourfe 

Youtoldnothow Hexrythefixt had loft 

Allthat Henry the fifthad gotten. 

Me thinkes thefe peeres of France fhould {mile at that, 

But for the reft you tella pettigree 

Of threefoore and two yearesa (illictimne, 

To make preferiprion Ora kingdomes worth. 

Oxf. Why Warwike,canft thou denje thy king, 

Whom thouobeyedft thirtie and ei ghtyeeres 
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And bewray thy treafons with a blath 2 
War. Can Oxford that did cuet fence the right, 
Now buckler falfhood with a pettigree 2 

For thame leaue Henry and call Edvard king, 
Oxf. Call him my king by whom mine elder 
Brother the Lord .4wbray Vere was done to death, 
And more than fo, my father euen in the 
Downelall ofhis mellowed yeares, 

When age did call himto the dore of death? 

No Warwike no, whilft lite vpholds this arme, 

This arme vpholds the houfe of Lascafler. 

War, Andi the houfe of Yorke. 

K Lewes, Queene Margaret prince Edmardand 
Oxferd,vouchfafe to forbeare a while, 

Till [doe talke a word with Wanvibe, 

Now Harwike even vpon thy honor tell me true; 

1s Etvurdiawtull king ot no? 

For! were loath to linke with him,thac isnot fawful heir, 
War. Thereon / pawne mine honour and my credit, . 
Lew, What is he gratious in the peoples etes ? 

War. Themore,that Henry is vafortunate. 

Lew. What is hisloue to our filter Bora? 

War. Suchit feemes 

As maie befeeme a monarke like himfelfe. 

My elfe haue often heard him faie and fweare, 
That this his loue was an eternaii plant, 

The root whereof was fixtm vertues ground, 

The leanes and fiuite maintainde with beauties fun, 
Exempt from enuie hut not from difdaine, 

Vnleffe the ladie Bona quite his paine. 

Lew. Then fitter let ys heare your firme refolue,. 
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Bona. Your grant oryour denial fhallbe mine, 


~ Butere this daie / mutt confeffe, when I 


Haue heard your kings deferts recounted, 

Mine cares haue tempted iudgement to defire. 

Lew. Then draw ncere Queene Afargaret and bea 
Witnefle, thac Boa fhall be wife to the Englifh king, 
‘Prince Edw. To Edward,but not the Englifh king, 
War, Henry now liues in Scotland at his eafe, 

Where hauing nothing, nothing can he lofe, 

And as for you your felfe our grondam Queene, 
Youhaue afather able to mainetaine your fate, 

And bettertwere totrcublehim then France, 

Sound fora poft within. 

Lew. Here comes fome poft Warnike to thee or vs, 
Poff. My Lord ambaffador this letter is for you, 

Sent from your brother Marquis AZontague, 

This from our king vnto your Maieftie, 

And thefe to you Madam , from whom I know not. 
Oxf, Tlike it wellthat our faire Queene and miftreffe, 
Smiles at her newes when /Varwike frets as his. 

P.Ed, And marke how Lewes flasmpsas he were nettled, 
Lew, Now (Margaret & Warmke what are your news? 
Queen. Mine fuch as fils my hart full of ioie. 

War. Mivefullofforrow and harts difcontent. 

Lew, Whatbath your king married the Ladie Gray, 
And now to exeufe himlelfe fends ¥s a polt of papers ? 
How dares he prefumeto vie vs thus? 

Quee. This proucth Edwards loue , 8c Warwiks honetty, 
War. King Lewis, There protef? in fight of heauen, 
And by the hope / haue ofheauenlie bliffe, 
That] am cleare from this mildeed of Edwards. | 
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Nomore my king,for he difhonours me, 
And moft himfelfe ifhe could {ce his fhame. 
Did I forgettharby the houfe of Yorke, 
My fathercame vntimelie to his death 7 
Did / let paffe the abufe done to my neece? 
Did impale him with the regall Crowne, 
And thruft king Hesry from his natiue home, 
And moft vngratefull doth he-vfe me thus ? 
My pratious Oxeene pardon what is paft, 
And henceforth [am thy true feruitour, 
T will reuenge the wrongs doneto ladie Bona, 
And replant Henry in hes former ftate. 
Queen, Yes Warwike 1 doe quite forgetthy former 
Faules,if now thou wilt become king Hearses friend. 
War. So much his friend, | his vnfained friend, 
That if king Lewes youchfafe to furnith vs 
With (ome few bands of chofen fouldiers, - 
Ile vndertake to land chem on our coalt, 
And force the Tyrant from his feate by warre, 
Tis not his new made bride thal! fuccour him, 
Lew. T hen at the laft I firmelie amrefolu'd, 
You thall haue aide : and Englifh meflenger returne 
In poft,and tell falfe Edvard thy fuppofed king, 
That Lewis of France is fending over Maskers 
Toreuell ic with him and his new bride. 
Bone. Tell himin hope heele be a Widower fhoriie, 
Tle weare the willow garland for his fake. 
Queen, Tellhim my mourning weedes be laide afide, 
And Lamreadieto put armour on. 
War. Tell him from me,that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore lle ynciowne him er'tbe long. 
Thears 
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Thears thy reward, begone. 
Lew, But nowtell me Wangike ,whataffurance 
Ihhallhaue of thy true loyaltie ? 

War. This thall affare my conftant loyaltie, 
Ifthatour Qecene and this young prince agree, 
lleioine mine eldeft daughter andmy ioie 
To him forthwith in holic wedlockes bandes. 
Queen. Withall my hart, that match / like full wel, 
Loue her fonne Edward, thee is faire and yong, 
And giue thy handto/arwike for thy loue. 

Lev. /tis enough,and now we will prepare, 

Toleuie fouldiers for to go with you. 

And you Lord Bourbon ourhigh Admiral, 

Shall waft them {afelie to the Englith coaft, 

And chafe proud Edward from his flumbring trance, 

For mocking marriage with the name of France, 

War. I cameftom Edwardas Imbaffadour 

But I returne his (worne and mortall foe: 

Matter of marriage was the charge he gaue me, 

But dreadfull warre fhall anfwere his demand. 

Had he none elfeto make a (tale but me? 

Then none but I thall curne his ieft to forrow. 

J was the chiefcthat raifde him to the crowne, 

And /Ie be chiefe to bring him downe againe, 

Notthat I pittie Henries miferie, 

But fecke reuengeon Edwards mockeric. 

Enter king & 

Gloster and Montague and Haftings and 
Penbrooke,with fouldiers, 

Edw. Brothers of Clarence and of Glocefter, 


Exit. 
d,the Queene and Clarence, and 


Whatthinke you of our marriage with the adie Gray? 
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1 Cla. My Lord , we thinke asWarvvikeand Levves 
t That are foflacke in iudgement,that theile take 4e 
fa8 Nooffence at this fuddaine marriage. 
{ Edw, Suppofe they doe , they are but Leoves and 
15-16 Warvvik¢ and lam your king and Warvvikes, : 
+ | And willbe obaied. 8 
497 Glo. And fhall, becaufe our king but yet fuch 
{ Sudden marriages feldome proueth well. 
t | - Edw. Yea brother Richard are you apainft vs too? 
$ 20-1 Glo, Not / my Lord,no,God forefend that I fhould 12 
* Once gaine faie your highneffe pleafure, (ther. 
}22-8 J,& twere a pittic to {under them that yoake fo wel togi- - 3 
r Edw. Setting your skornesand your dillikes afide, 
+ Shew me fomereafons why the Ladie Gray, 16 
{26 Maienot be my loueand Englands Oneene? 
{28 Speake freelie Clarence, Glofter, 
+ 27| Montague and Haftings. 
{29 Cla.My Lord then this ismy opinion, 20 
$328 That Warwike beeing difhonored in his embaflage, 
* Doth feekexeuenge to quite his iniuties, 
t 29 Glo, And Levves in regard of his fifterswrongs, 
* (80) Doth ioine with #arwike to fupplant your ftate. 24 
tae Edw. Suppofe that Loris and Warwike be appeafd, 
{ By fuch meanes as] can beft deuife. 
} 36 (Mont . But yet to haue ioind with France in chis 
Alhance,would more haueftrengthened this our 28 
Common wealth, gainft forraine ftormes, 
Then ahie home bred marriage, 
{40 Haft. Let England be true withinit {elfe, 
* We need mg nor any alliance with them. 324 
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To haue the daughterand heire ofthe Lord Hungerford. 
Edw, And whatthenzIt was our will it fhould be fo2 
Cla. Iandforfach a thing too the Lord Scales 
Did well deferue at your hands,to haue the 
Daughter ofthe Lord Bonfield andleft your 
Brothersto go feeke elfewhere,but in 
Your madnes, you burie brotherhood. 
Edm. Alafle poore Clarence , is it for a wife, 
That thou art mal-content, 
Why man be of good cheere,I will prouide thee one. 
Cla. Naie you piaidethe broker foiil for your felfe, 
That you thall gue me leauetomake my _ 
Choi as 1 thinke good and to thatintenr, 
J fhortlic meane toleaue you. 
Ede, Leave me ortarrie | am full refolu’d, 
Edward will not be tied to his brothers wils. 
Queen. My Lords doe me butrightand youmutt 
Canfeffe, before it pleafd his highneffe to aduance 
My fate to title of a Queene, 
That I was not ignoble in my birth. 
Edw. Forbeare my loue tofawne vpon their frownes, 
For thee they mutt obay ,naie fhall obaie, 

And if they looke for fauour atiy hands. (France, 
Moat .My Lord,heereis the meffenger returnd from 
Enter a Meffenger. 

Edw, Now fiera, What letters or what newes? 
iMef. No letters my Lord,and fuch newes as without 
your highnefle fpeciall pardon I darenot relate. 
Edy. We pardon thee,and as neere as thou cant 
Tellme, What faid Lens to our letters? 
Me, At my departuse ae were his verie words, 

4 


Yorke, and Henrie the fixt. 
Go tell falfe Edward thy {uppofed king, 
That Lewes of France is fending ouer Maskers, 


To reuill it with him and his new bride. 


Edw. Is Lewis fobraue,belike he thinkes me Henry . 
But what {aid Lady Boa to thefe wrongs ? 
Mef-Tethim quoth the,in hope heele proue a widdow- 
er fhortly, /le weare the willow garland for his fake. 
Edw. She had the wrong ,indeed fhe could faie 

Little leffe. But what faide Herries Queene, for as 
Theare, fhe was then in place ? 

(Me. Tell hima quoth fhee my mourning weeds be 
Doone,and ] am readie to putarmour on, 

Edw, Then belike fhe meanes to plaiethe maxon, 

But what faid Warwike to thefe iniuries ? 

(Mef:He more incenfed then the reft my Lord, 

Tell him quoth he,that he hath done me wrong, 

And therefore Tle vncrowne him ert be long. 

£d. Ha, Durft the traytor breath out fuch proude words? 
But I willarme me to preuent the worft. 

But what is W’arwike friendes with (Wargaret? 

Mef: [my good Lord theatre fo linkt in friendfhip, 
That young Prince Edward marries Warwikes daughter, 
Cla. The elder,belike Clarence fhall hauethe 
Yonger.All youthat loue me and Warwike 

Follow me. Exit Clarence and Summerfet. 

Edw, Clarence and Summer(erfled to Warwike. 

What faie you brother Richard,willyou ftand to vs? 
Glo. I my Lord,in defpight ofall that fhall 

Withftand you For why hath Nature - 

Mademe hale downe right, butthat I 

Should be valiant and fland to it, for if 
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~ Twould,/ cannot runne awaie, 


Edw. Penbrooke,go xaife an armie prefentlie, 
Pitch vp my tent, for in the field this night 
Imeane to reft,and on the morrow morne, 
Je march to meet proud Wawike ere he land 
Thofe {tragling troopes which he hath got in France. 
But ere I poe Afentague and Haftings, 
you ofall the reft are neereft allied 
In bloud to Warwike,therefore tell me, if 
You fauour him more then me or not: 
Speake truelie,for I hadrather haueyou open 
Enemies, then hollow friends. 
Monta, So Godhelpe Momtagueashe proues true. 
Haft. And Haftings as hee fauours Edwards caufe, 
Edw. It fall fuffice,come then letsmarch awaie. 
Exeunt Omues, 
Enter Warwike and Orford with fouldiers, 
War. Truft me my Lords all hitherto goes well, 
The common people by numbers fwarme to vs, 
But fee where Sommer fet and Clarence comes, 
Speake fuddenlie my Lords,are we all friends? 
Cla. Feare not that my Lord, 
War. Then gentle Clarence welcome ynto Warweke, 
And welcome Sussmerfet,I hold it cowardife, 
To reft miftruftfull where a noble hart, 
Hath pawnde an open hand infigne ofloue, 
Elfe might I thinke that C/areace Edwards brother, 
Were bura fained friend to our proceedings, 


But welcome {weet Clarence my daughter fhaibe thine. 
_ And pow what refts but in nights couerture, 


Thy brother being careleflie encarmpt, 
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His fouldiers lurking in thetowne about, 
And but attended by a fimple puarde, 
We maie furprife and take him atour pleafure, 
Our skouts haue found the aduenture vetie eafie, 
Thencrie king erry with refolued mindes, 
And breake weprefentlicinto his tent,. 
Cla. Why thea lets on our waic in filent fort, 
For Warmske and his friends Godand faint George. 
War. Thisishis tent,and fee wherehis guard doth 
Stand Courage my fouldiers, now orneuer, 
Bur follow me now,and €dward fhall beours, 
Al, AWarwike, 2 Warwike. 

Aiarmes,and Gleffer and Haftings flres. 
Oxf, Who goes theres (Duke 
War. Ricbardand Haftags fet them go , heereis the 
Edw. The Duke,why Warwikc when we parted 
Laft,thou caldftme king? . 
War. Lbut theeafe isaltred now, 
When you difgrafte mein my embaffage, 
Then /difgralte you from beg king, 
And nowam come tocreate you Duke of Yorke, 
Alaffe how fhould you gouerne anie kingdome, 
That knowesnot how to vie embafladors. 
Nor how to vile yourbrothers brotherlie, 
Nor how to fhrowd your felfe from enimies, 
Edw. Well Warwrke let fortune doe her worft, 
Edward io mind will beare himfelfe a king. 
War. Thenforhis minde be ZdwardEnglands king, 
But Henry now thal! wearethe Englith crowne. 
Go conuaic him to our brother arehbifhap of Forke, 
And when [ haue fought with Peabreake Szhis followers, 
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Ile come and tell thee what the adie Bena faies, 
And fo for a while farewell good Duke of Yorke, 
Exennt fome with Edward, 
Cla. What followes now allhithertoo goes well, 
But we mult difpatch fome letters to France, 
Totell the Oxeene of ourhappy fortune, 
And bid hircome with {peed to ioine with vs. 
War. Ithatsthe firtt thing thatwe haue todoe, 
And free king Henry trom imprifonment, 
And fee him feated in bis regall throne, 
Come let vs hafte awaie,and hauing palt thefe cares 
The pofkto Yorke and fechow Edwardfares. 
Exeunt Omnes. 
Enter Gloffer, Haftin sand fir VVilliam Stanly 
Gé. Lord Hafting« and wV Vilham Stanty, 
Know that the canfe / fent for you isthis, 
Llooke my brother with a flender trae, 
Should come a hunting in this forreft heere 
The Bifhop of Yorke befriends him much, 
Andletshim vie his pleafure in the chafe. 
Now I haue priuilie fent hirn word, 
How Tans come with youto reicue him. 
And fee where the huntiman and he doth come. 
Enter Edward anda Huntiman, 
Humtf This waie my Lordthe deere is gorie. 
Edw. No this waie huntiman, fee where the 
Keepers ftand. Now brother and the refé, 
What,are you prouided to depart ¢ 
Gls. Lf the horfe ftands at the parke corer, 
Come,to Linne,and fo take fhipping into Flanders. 
Edw. Corne then: Hafficgs and Staske, f will 
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Requite your loues. Bifhop farewell, 
Sheeld thee from Warwikes frawne, 
And praie that I maie repoffeffe the crowne. 
Now huntfman what will you doe? 
Hantf Martie my Lord,} chinke Zhadas good 
Goe with you,s taitic heere ta be hangde. 
&dv,Come then letsawaie with fpeed. 

Exeuat Onmer. 

Enter the Qweeme and the Lord Riwers.. 
Riuers. Tel me goodmaddam, why is your grace. 
So paffionate of lacez 
Queen. Why brother Risers heare younot the newes, 
Ofthat ficceffe king Edward had of late? 
Rix Whatiloffe offome pitchthattaile againkt warwike, 
Tufh,feare not faire Once but caft thofe cares afide, 
King Edwards noble mind his honours doth difplay 
And #arwike maie loafe,thouph then he got the day. 
Queen. Ifthat were all,my griefes were aran end: 
But greater troubles will I feare befall, 
Riw. What, is he taken prifoner by the fae, 
Tothe ogc of his royall hase ac 
Queen.I,thears my gricfe,king Edwnardis furprifde , 
And led awaie,as prifoner vnto. Yorke. 
Ris, The newesis paffing ftrange Imuft confefie: 
Yercomfort your felfe,for Edvard hath more friends , 
Then Laacafter at this time mutt perceive, 
That fome will fet him in histhrone againe, 
ueen.God grant they maie,but gentle brother come, 

And let meleanevpon thine arme a while, 
Vo«ill I come vnto the fanétuarie, 
There to preferue the fruic wichin my wombe, 
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a. 28 K, Edwards feed truc heireto Englands crowse. Exit. 


troope of Hollanders, 
_ Ede. Thus far from Belgie baue we paft the feas, 
And. marchs fron Rasafpar hauen ynto Yorke : 
But foft the gates ase fhut,/ like not this. 
Rich. Sound yp the drum and cal] them to the wals, 
Enter the Lord Maire of Yorke vpan the wals. 
Mair. My Lords we had notice of your comming, 
And thats the caufe we ftand vpon our garde, 
And fhutthe gatésfor to preferue the rowne, 
Henry now isking,and we are {wore tohim, 
Edw. Why my Lord Maice,if Henry be your king, 
Edward lam {ure atleaft, is Duke of Yorke. 
Mair. Truth my Lord ,we know you fornoleffe, 
Edm I crane nothing but my Dukedome, 
Rich, But when the Fox hath gottenin his head, 
Heele quicklie make the bodie follow after, 
Haft.Why my Lord Maire,what ftand you vpon poines? 
Open the gates,we are king Hetries friends. 
AMesy. Saie you fo,hen Ze open them prefentlie. 
Exit Maire, 
Ri. By my faith a wife ftout captain & foone perfwaded, 
The Maire opens the dore,and brings the 
keies in his hand. 
19 Eds. Somy Lord Maite, thefe gates mutt not be fhur, 
Burin the time of warre,giueme the keics 3 
What, feare not man for Edvard willdefend 
0 the towne and you defpight ofall your foes, 
Enter fir Loin Adountgcenmery with 
drumme and fouldiers. 


Enter-Edaard and Richard and Hoaftings witha 
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& Hownow Richard, whois this 
40 Rich. Brother, thisis fic /ohu AZonntgomsmery, 
t Atruftie friend vnleffe 7 be deceiude. 
{ Edw. Welcome fix Iohn- Wherfore come you in armes? 
+ Si Iobn. Tohelpe king Edvard in this umeofttormes, 
a4 Aseuerieloyall fubied&t ought to doe, 
{45 Edw .Thankes braue Afountgommery, 
; But I onlie claime my Dukedom, 
+47 Vntilit pleafe God to fend the reft, 
t Sir Iobn, Then fare you welzDrum firike vp and let vs 
449-50 Marchaway,I came to feruea king and not a Duke, 
t Edy, Nay {taie fir lohn,and let vs tirft debate, 
t Wich what fecurity we maie doe this thing. ' 
t Sir Iobn. What ftand you on debating to bebriefe, 
453 Exceptyou prefently proclaime your felfe our king, 
+ Tle hence againe,and keepe them backe that come to 
+ 55-6 Succour you, why fhould we fight when 
+56 Youpretend no title? 
“59 Rich, Fie brother, fie, ftand you vpon tearmes? 
+58 Refolue your felfe,and let vs claime the crowne. 
x Edw. J am refolude once more to claime the crowne, 
ry, And win it too,or elfe to loofe my life. 
* Sir lobn. Inow my foueraigne {peaketh like himfelfe, 
67 Andnow will Ibe Edwards Champion, 
{69 Sound Trumpets, for Edward fhallbe proclaimd, 
q7 Edward thefourth by the grace of God, king of England 
| and France,and Lord of Ireland,and whofoeuer gain- 
faies king Edwards right: by this / challenge him to 
475 fingle fight long tive Edvard the fourth, ; 
76 Ali, Long liue Edward the fourth. 
177 Edw, Wethanke you all, Lord Maire leade on the waie, 
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For this night weele harbour herein Yorke, 

_ And then as earlic as the morning funne, 

Lifces vp his beames aboue this horifon 

Weele march to Londen, to meete with PVarwike : 
And pull falfe Henry fromthe Regall throne. 


Exennt Ommnes. 


Enter’ Varwike and Clarence with the Crowne,and 
then king Heary and Oxford, and Summer {tt, 
and the yong Earle of Richmond. 


King. Thus fromm the prifon to this princelie feat, 

By Gods great mercies am / brought 
Againe,Clarenceand V Virwike doe you 

Keepe the crowne,and gouerne and protect 

My realme in peace,and I will {pend the 

Remnant of my daies,to finnes rebuke 

And my Creators praife. 

VV ar. What antweres Clarence to his foueraignes will? 
Cla, Clarence agrees to what king Heary likes, 

King. My Lord of Samsmer fet what prettie 
Boieisthat you eae tobe fo carefull of ? 

Szm,. And it pleafe your grace itis yong Hers 

Earle of. re ea aa ae 
King. Henry of Richmond,Come hither pretie Ladde, 
Ifheauentte powers doe aime aright: 

To my diuining thoughts,thou pretie boy, 

Shale proue this Countries blifle, 

Thy head is made to weare a princelie crowne, 

Thy lookes are all repleat with Maicflie, 

Make much ofhim my Lords, 
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For this is he fhall helpe youmore, 
Then you are hurt by me. 

Enter one with a letter toWerwike. 
War. What Countell Lords, Edward from Belgia, 
With haftie Germaines and blunt Hollanders, 


Is paftin fafetie throughthe narrow feas, (London, 


And with his troopes doe march amaine towardes 

And manie giddie people follow him, 

Oxf. Tis belt to looke to this betimes, 

For if this fire doe kindle any further, 

Ltwilibe hard forvs to quench it out, 

War.\n Warwike {hire J haue true harted friends, 

Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in warre, 

Them will J mufter vp,and thou fonne Clarence fhale 

In Effex Suffolke, Norfolke,and in Kent, 

Stir vp the knights and gentlemen to come with thee, 

And thou brother Montague, in Leifter fhire, 

Buckingbam and Northampton fhire thalt finde, 

Men well inclinde to doe what thou commands, 

And thou braue Oxford wondrous wel! belou'd, 

Shalt inthy countries mufter vp thy friends, 

My foueraigne with his louing Citizens, 

Shall reft in London till we cometo him. 

Faire Lords take leaue and f{tand not to replie, 

Farewell my foueraigne. 

King. Fatewelmy Hetior,my Troyes true hope, 

War. Farewell {weet Lords,lets mect at Couentrie. 

Al, Agreed, Excnat Omnes. 
EnterEdward and his traine, 

Edw Seale on the fhamefaft Henry, 

Andosice againe conuaic him to the Tower, 


Awaic 


Ler iis a er 


Vi 


Yorke,and Henrie the /ixt. 


- Awaie with him,I will not heare him {peake. 


And now towards Couentrielet vs bend our courfe 
Tomeet withWenmike and his confederates. 
Exeunt Omnes. 

Enter Warmike on the walles, 

War. Where is the poft that came from valiant Oxford? 

How farre henceis thy Lord my honeft fellow? 

Oxf poft. By this at Daixtrie marching hitherward. 

War. Where is our brother Montague? 

Where is the poft that came from ¢ Montague? 

‘Poff. Left him at Donfmore with his troopes. 

War. Say Summerfield where is my louing fon? 

And by thy peffe, how farre is Clarence hence ? 

Sommer. At Southham my Lord I left hima with 

His force,and doe expect him two houres hence. 

War, Then Oxford is at hand, Iheare his drum. 
Enter Edward and his power. 


Glo.See brother,where the furly Harwikemans the wal. 
_ War. Ovnbid iPight is fporfull Edward come 
C 


Where flept our fcouts or how are they fedufie, 
That we could have nonewes of their repaire? 
Ede. Now Warwike wilt thou be forrie for thy faults, 
And call Edward king and he will pardon thee. 


- War. Naie rather wiltthou draw thy forces backe? 


Confefle who fet thee vp and puld thee downs ? 

Call arwike patron and bepenitent, 

And thou hale {till remaine the Duke of Yorke, 

Glo. Thad thought at ieafthe would haue faid the king. 
Or did he make the ieftagaintt his will. 


War. Twas Warmike gaue the kingdome to thy brother. 


Edw, Why then tis mine, ifbut by Warwikes gift, 


*%Hen.V1. 
[V-viit. 
58 + 
if: 


3 Hen VI. 
Wai The Tragedie of Richard D.of Some 
| 80 War. Ubut thou artno Atlas for fo great a waight ve 
And weakling Warmike takes his giftagaine, 
| Henry is my king, Warmike his fubie&, 28 
+40 Edw, \ prethe gallant Wernzketell me this, 
Whiatis the bodie when the head is off? 
{ Glo. Alafle that armike had no more forefight, 
+ But whilft he foughtto fteale the fingleten, : 22 
(44 The king wasfinelie fingerd from the decke? 
{ You left poore Heary in the Bifhops pallace, 
And tentc one you'lemeet him inthe Tower. 
47 Edm, Tis euen{o,and yet you are olde Warwike fill. 3e 
58 War. O cheerefull colours,fee where Oxford comes. 
Enter Oxford with drum and fouldiers 8 a! crie, . 
59 Oxf, Oxford Oxford, for Laxcaffer. Exit. 
+60 Edw. The Gates are open, fee they enter in, 
tea Lets follow them and bid them bartaile in the ftreetes. 40 
1e7 Glo. No,fo fome other might fer vpon our backes, 
165 Weele ftaie till allbe entered,and then followthem. 
Enter Semmer fet with drum and fouldiers. 
72 Sum, Summer fet, Summerfet for Lancafter, Exit. 
Glo. Two of thy name both Dukes of Summerfet, 44 
Haue folde their lines vnto the houfe of Yorke, 
76 And thou fhalt be the third and my fword hold. 
Enter Monrague with drum. and fouldiers. 
eg < Mont. Mentagne, Montague,for Lancafter. Exit. 
: Ede, Traitorous Montague thouand thy brother +8 
{ee Shall deerelie abie this rebellious act. . 
Enter Clarence with drum and fouldiers, 
78 War And loe where George of Clarence fweepes 
+97 Along,of power enough to bid his brother barrell. 
* Cla. Clarence,Ciarence,for Lezcafter. _ lse 
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Edw. Et tu Brute,wilt thou ftab Cafar too ? 

Aparliefirrato me of Clarence 
Sounda Parlie,and Richardand Clarence whilpersto- 
gither,and then Clarence takes his red Rofé out of his 
hat,and throwesit at Warmke. 

War, Com Clarence come,thou wiltifwarmike call, 

Cla, Father of Warmike, know you what this meanes* 

Ithrow mine infamie at thee, 

Iwill not ruinate my fathers houfe, 

Who gaue his bloud tolime the (tones togither, 

And fet vp Lancafter. Thinkelt thou 

That Clarence is{o harfh vnnaturall, 

To lift his {word againft his brotherslife, 

And fo proud harted Warwike I defie thee, 

And to my brothers turne my blufhing cheekes? 

Pardon me Edward,for [haue done amifle, 

And Richard doe not frownevpon me, 


- For henceforth I will proueno more yneonftant. 


Edw, Welcome Clarence,andtentimes more welcome, 
Then if thou neuer had{t deferud our hate. 
Glo. Welcome good Clarence this is brotherlie. 
War. Oh pafling traytor,periurd and voiuft, 
Edw, Now Warwikewilt thou leave 
The towne and fight ? or hall we beate the 
Stonesabout thine eares ? 
War. Why Zamnotcoopt vppe heere fordefence 
{will awaie to Barnet prefently, 
And bid thee battaile Edward if thou dareft. 
Edw, Yes Warmike he dates and leades the wate, 
Lordsto the field, faint George and victorie. 
Excunt Omues. 
E 2. Alarmes. 
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Alarmes,and then enter Warmike wounded. 
5 War. Ah,whois nie2?Come to mefriend orfoe, ; 
And tell me who is victor Yorke or Warwike? 
g Why aske I that?my mangled bodie fhewes, 
9 That I mut yeeld my bodie to the earth, 4 
And by my fall the conqueftto my foes, 
Thus yeeldsthe Cedar to the axesedge, 
2 Whole armes gaue fhelterto the princelie Eagle, 
} Vader whofe hee theramping Lion flept, 8 
14 Whofe top branch ouerpeerd Joues {preading tree. 
49 The wrinkles in my browes now fild with bloud 
20 were likened oft to kinglie fepulchers. 
For who lidking bur Z could dig his graue? 72 
And who durft {mile ;when Warwike bent his brow? 
Lo now my glorie{meerd in duft and bloud, 
24 My parkes my walkes,my mannorsthat J had, 
Euen nowforfake me,and ofallmylands, 16 
26 Is nothing left me but my bodies length, 
1 Enter Oxford and Summer (t. 
29 Oxf. Ah Warwike Warmike ,cheere vp thy felfe and line, 
* For yet thears hope enough to win the daie. 
+21 Our warlike Queene with troopesiscome ftom France. 20 
* And at South-hampton landed allhir traine, 
438 And mightftthou liue, then would we neuer flie. 
{ War. Whie then I would not flie,nor haue I now, | 
Lise But Hercules himfelfe muft yeeld to ods, 24 | 
{lait s For manie wounds receiu’d,and manie moe repaid, a 
4 Hath robd my ftrong knit finews of their ftrength, 
14 And {pite of fpites needes mutt I yeeld to death. : 
+40 Som. Thy brother Afontagae hath breathd his laft, 28 | 
+ And at the pangs of death I heard him crie | 
And 
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And faie,commend meto my valiant brother, 

And more he would haue {poke and morehe faid. 

Which founded like a clamorin a vault, 

That could not be diftinguitht forthe found, 

And fo the valiant (Montague gaue vp the ghoft. 

War, What is pompe,tule,raigne,but earth and duft? 

And liye wehow we can, yet die we mutt. 

Sweet reft his foule,flie Lords and faue your felues, 

Fox Warwike bids you all farewell to meetin Heauen. 
He dies, 

Oxf Come noble Summerfet,letstake our horfe, 

And caufe retrait be founded through the campe, 

That all our friends that yet remaine aliue, 

Maiecbe awarn’d and faue themfeluesby flight. 

That done , with them weele poft yvntothe Qucene, 
And once moretric our fortuneinthe field Ex. ambo. 
Enter Edward ,Clarence,G lofter with foul diers, 

Edy. Thus fiill our fortune gives vs victorie, 

And girts our temples with triumphant ioies. 

The bigboond traytor Warmke hath breathde his laft, 

And heauen this daie hath {milde vpon vs all, 

But in this cleere and brightfome daie, 

Ifeeablacke fufpitious cloud appeare 

That will encounter with our gloriousfunne 

Before he gaine his eafefull welteme beames, 

Imeanthofe powers which the Queen hath got in Frace 

Are landed,and meane once more to menace ys. 

Glo. Oxford and Summerfét are fled to hir, 

And tis likelie if fhe haue time to breath, 

Her faction will be full as (trong as ours. 

Edn, We are aduertifdeby our Jouing friends, 
E 3. 
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That they doe hold their courfe towards Tewsxburte, 
Thither will we. for willingnes rids waie 
And in euerie countie as we paffe along 
Our {trengthes fhali be augmented, 
Come lets goe.forif'we flacke this faire 
Bright Summers daie, fharpe winters 
Showers will marre our hope for haie. 


mer {et with drum and fouldiers. 


Quee. Welcome to England my louing friends of, Frace, 


And welcome Summerfet,and Oxford too. 

Once more haue wefpread out failes abroad, 
And though our tackling be almoft confumde, 
And Warwike as our maine maft ouerthrowne, 
Yet wailike Lords raife you that fturdie poft, 
That beares the failes to bring vs vnto reft, 

And Nedand /as willing Pilots fhould 

For once with carefull mindes guide on the fterne, 
Tobeare vsthrongh that dangerous gulfe 

That heretofore hath fwallowed vp our friends, 
Prince. And ifthere be,asGod forbid there fhould, 
Amongft vs atimorous orfearefull man, 

Lethim departbefore the bartels icine, 

Leaft he in time of need intife another, 

And fo withdraw the fouldiers hartsfrom ys, 

I willnot ftand aloofe and bid you fight, 

But with my fword preffe in the thiekeit thronges, 
And fingle Edmard fronthis ftrongeft guard, 

And hand tohand enforce him for toyeeld, 


Oxf. Women and children offohigh re 


Orleaue my bodie as witnefle of my thoughts. 
tue, 
An 


Ex. Ommes. 
Enter the Oueene,Prince Edward Oxfordand Sum- 
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Yorke,and Henrie the fext. Vie a 
~ And Warriorsfaint, why twere perpetual! 5d 
Shame?Oh braue yong Prince, thy sot 
Noble grandfather doth liue againe in thee, 1 
Long maieft thou liue to beare hisimage, 
And to renew his glories. | 
Swm, And he that turnes and flies when fuch do fight, 
Let him tobed,and like the Owle by daic 56 + 
Be hift,and wondered at ifhe arife. + 
Entera Meflenger. : 
Afef: My Lords,Duke Edward with amighty power, cot 
Is marching hitherwardsto fight with you. t 
Oxf. Ithought it was his pollicie,to take vs vnprouided, &2-st 
But here will we ftandand fightit to thedeath. eet 
Enter kin Edinerd Cla to, Haft.and Souldiers. 
Edw, plata em yonder ftandsthe thornie wood, 67+ 
Which by Godsaffiftanceand your prowefle, 7 
Shall with our fwords yer might be cleane cut downe. 
Qucex. Lords,Knights & gentlemen,what J fhould fay, 
My teares gainefaie,for as you fee,/ drinke 
The water of mine cies. Then nomore 
But this. Henry yourking is prifoner ye-7t 
In the tower,hisland and all our friends * 
Are quite diftreft,and yonder {tandes 80+ 
The Wolfe that makes all this, sot 
Then on Gods name Lords togither cry faint George. 874 
Ak Saint Gearge for Lancafter. * 
Alarmesto the bartell,7% orke fies, then the chambers be 
difcharged. Then enter the king ,C/s & Glo, & the ret, ee 
& make ignite and crie.for Yorke for Torke,and. 


thenthe Oncene is taken,& the prince; & Oxf. & Svam. 


and then found and enter all againe., 
| ee Edro. 
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The Tragedie of Richard D.of 
Edw. Loherea period of tumultuous broiles, 
Awaic with Oxford to Hames caftell ftraight, 
Por Summerfet off with his guiltie head . 
Awaie I willnot heare. them (peake. 
Oxf. Formy part Ilenot trouble thee with words, 


Sc.xx 


Exit Oxford. 


Sum. Nor /,but ftoope with patience to my death. 
Exit Sum. 


52 


Edw. Now Edward what fatisfaction canftthoumake, 


For ftirring vp my fubieétsto rebellion? 


“Prin. Speake likea fubie&t proud ambitious Yorke, 


Suppofe that Iam now my fathers mouth, 


Refigne thy chaire,and where /ftand knecle thou, 


Whilft / propofe the {elfefame words tothee, 
Which traytor thou woudfthaue me anfwereto. 
Queen, Oh that thy father had bin fo refolu’d: 
Glo. That you might ftill haue kept your 
Peticote,and nere haue ftolne the 

Breech from Lancafter. 

‘Prince. Let Aefop fable ina winters night, 

His currifh Riddles forts not with this place. 

Glo. By heauen brat /le plague youfor thar word. 
Queen. 1,thou waltborne to be a plague tomen. 
Glo. For Gods fake take awaie this captiue (cold. 


4 


GE 


Print Nay take away this skolding Crooktbacke rather. 
Edw, Peace wilfull boy,or / willtame your tongue, 


Cla. Vintuterd lad thou att too malepert. 
Prin. [know my dutie, you are all vndutifull, 
Lafciuious Edward,and thou periurd George, 
And thou mifhapen Dicke, I tell you all, 

I am your better, traytors as you be, 
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- Edw. Takethat,thelitnes of this railer heere. 


Queen. Oh kill me too. 
Glo. Marrie andthall. (much alreadie, 
Edw. Hold Richard hold, for we haue doone too 
Glo. Why fhould the live to fill the world with wordse 
Edw, What doth fhe fwound? make meanes for 
Her recouerie2 
Gh. Clarence excufe meto the king my brother, 
Imuftto London ona ferious matter, 
Ere you come there, you fhall heare morenewes. 
Cla, About what, prethetellme? 
G/o. The Towerman the Tower, Ile rootthem out 
Exit Glofler. 
Queen. Ab Ned, [pcaketo thy mother boy ? ah 
Thou canftnot fpeake. 
Traytors, Tyrants, bloudie Homicides, 
They that ftabd Cafar (hed no bloud at all, 
Por he was a man, this in refpeét a childe, 
And men nere {pend their furie on a child, 
Whats worfe then tyrant that /maie name, 
You haue no children Deuils ifyou had, 
Thethought ofthem wouldthen haue {topt your rage, 
Butif you euer hope to have a fonne, 
Looke in his youth to haue him fo cut off, 
As Traitors you haue doone this {weet young prince, 
Edm, Awaie, and beare her hence. 
Queen, Naie nere beare me hence, difpatch 
Mc hecre,heere fheath thy {word, 
Je pardon thee my death. Wiltthou not? 
Then Clarence,doe thou doe it ? 
Cla, By Heauen I would not doc thee fo much eale, 


Queen, 
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Queen.Good Clarence doe,fweet Clarence kill metoo, 
Cla. Did{tthou not heare me fweare J would not do it? 
Queen.1, but thou vfeft to forfweare thy felfe, 
Twas finne before, but now tis charitie. 
Whearsthe Diuels butcher,hardfauored Richard, 
Richard where att thou?H¢ is notheere, ; 
Murderis his almes deed, petitioners 
For bloud he nere put backe. 
Edw. Awaie Iaie,and take her hence perforce. 
Saeey. Socometo you and yours,asto this prince. Ex. 
Edn, Clarence,whithers Glofter gone? : 
Cla Marrie my Lord to London,andas I geffe,to 
Make abloudie fupperin the Tower. 
Edw, He is fudden ifa thing come in his head, 
Well,difcharge the common fouldiers with paie 
Andthankes,and now let vs towards London, 
To fee our gentle Oxeene how thee doth fare, 
Forby this [hope (hee hatha fonnefor ys. 

Exennt Ormes. 

Enter G/offerto king Henry inthe Tower. 
Glo.Good day my Lord. What atyour booke fo hard? 
Hen. Imy good Lord.Lord J fhould faie rather, 

Tis finneto flatter,good waslittlebetter, 
Good Gloffer and good Diuell, were allalike, 
What fcene of Death hath Rofius now to act? 
Glo. Sufpition alwaies haunts guiltie mind, 
Hen, The birdeoncelimde doth feare the fatall buh, 
And I the hapleffe maile to one poore birde, 
Haue now the fatall obiectin mine cie, . 
Where my poote young was limde, was caught & kild, 
Glo, Why, whata foole was that of Creetez . 

That 
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Ofabirde,and yet for allthat the poore 
Fowle was drownde. 
Hen. I Dedalus ,my poore fonne Jcarus, 
Thy father A4i#os that denide our courfe, 
Thy brother Edvard, the funne that {earde his wings, 
And thou the enuious gulfe that fwallowed him, 
Oh better can my brelt abide thy daggers point, 
Then can mine cares that tragike hiftorie, 
Glo.Why doft thou thinke / am an executioner? 
Hen. A perfecutor J am fure thouart, 
And ifmurdering innocents be executions, 
Then I know thou art an executioner, 
Gb. Thy fonne] kild for his prefumption. 
Hen, Hadftthou bin kild when firftthou didft prefume, 
Thou hedft not liude to kil) afonne of mine, 
And thus / prophefie of thee, 
That maniea Widdow for her husbands death, 
And many an infants water {tanding cie, 
Widowes fortheir husbands,children for their fathers, 
Shall curfe the ime that euer thou wert borne. 
The owle flirikt at thy birth,an euill figne, 
The night Crow cride,aboding luckleffe tune, 
Dogs howld and hideous tempefts fhooke down trees, 
The Rauen rookt her on the Chimniestop, 
And chattering Pies in difmall difcord fung, 
Thy mother feltmore then a mothers paine, 
nd yet brought forth leffe then a mothers hope 
To wit: an vndigeft created lumpe, 
Not like the fruit of fucha goodly tree, 
Teeth hadft thou in thy head when thou waft borne, ve 
0 
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To fignifie thou camft to bite the world, 
And ifthe reft betrue that Ihaue heard 
Thoucamftintothe world He {tabs him, 
Glo. Die prophet inthy fpeech, /le heare 
No more,forthisamong{t the reft, was I ordainde, 
Hen. I and for much more laughter after this. 
O God forgiue my finnes,and pardonthee. He dies. 
Glo, What? willthe afpiring bloud of Laxcafter 
Sinke into the ground,/ had thought it would haue 

mounted, 
See how my fword weepes forthe poore kings death, 
Now maie fuch purple teares be alwaies fhed, 
For fuch asfeeke the downefallof our houfe. 
Ifanie {parke of life remaine in thee, 

_ Stab him againe. 

Downe,downe to hell, and faie I fentthee thither. 
I that hae neither pittie,loue nor feare. 
Indeed twastrue that Henry told me of, 
For / haue often heard my mother faie, 
That I came into the world with my legs forward, 
And had I not reafon thinke you to makehaft, 
And feeke their ruines that vfurpt our rights? 
The women wept and the midwife cride, 
O Telus bleffe vs he is borne with teeth. 
And fo I was indeed which plainelie fignifide, 
That /fhould fharle and bite,and plaie the dogge. 
Then fince Heauen hath made my badiefo, 
Lethell make crookt my mind to anfwere it. 
Thad no father, I am like no father, 
Ihave no brothers,/am like no brothers, 


Andthis word Lose which praybeardstearme diuine, 
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Berefident in men like oné another, 

Andnorinme,lam my felfealone, 

Clarcace bewate,thou keptft me from the light 

But I will fort a pitchte daic for thee. 

For I will buz abroad fuch prophefies, 

As Edward fnallbe featefull of his hife, 

And then to purge hisfeare, Ile bethy death. 

Hoary and bis fonne ate goné,thou Clarence next, 

And by one and one I will dufparch the reft, 

Counting my felfe but bad, till 7 be beft, 

de drag thy bodicinanother roome, 

Andttiumph Heary in thy daie of doome, 
Extt, 


_ Enter king Edward, Oncene Elizaberb,anda Nurfe 
with dee young prince, arid Clarence, 
and Hafmes,and others, 


Ede. Gace more we fit in Englands royall throne, 
Repurchafae with the blond of enemies, 
Whar valiant foemenlike to Autarimes corne, 
Haue we mow’d downte in tops of all heir pride 
Three Dukes of Sammer fet three fold renowmd 
For hardie and vadoubted champions. 
‘fwo Chffurds,as the fatherand the fonry 
Aadtwe Northamterlasds,two braucr men 
Nere {purd their courfers at the tnimpets found. 
Wah them cherwo rough Beares arm ke and 

Montague, 
That in cheir chainesfettered the kinglie Lion, 
And made the Forreit wemble when they roard, 
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Thus haue we {wept {ufpition from our feat, 

And made our footftoole of fecuritie, 

Come hither Beffe,and lec me kifle my boie, 

Young Wed for thee thine Vicles and my felfe, 

Hiaue in our armors watcht the Winters night, 

Marche alla foote in fummers skalding heat, 

That thou migheft repofleffe the crowne in peace, 

And of out labours thou fhalt reape the gaine. 

Glo, Iie blaft his harueft and your head were laid, 

For yet Jam notlookt on inthe world. 

This fhoulder was ordaind fothicke toheaue, 

And heaucit fhall fome waight or breake my backe 

Worke thou the waie,and thou fhalt execute. 

Edward, Clarence aniGloffer, loue ny loueli¢ 
Queene, 

And kifle your princely nephew brothers both, 

Cla. The dutie that J owe yuto your, Maicftie, 

I feale vpon the rofiate lips of this {weet babe. 

Ques, Thankes noble Clarence worthie brother 
thankes. 

Gleffer. And that Toue the fruit from whence thou 

Spranpft witneffe the louing kiffe I_piue the child, 

To faic the truth fo Judas kifthis maifter, 

And {fo he cride all haile,and meant all hare, 

Edvard, Nowe am/J featedas my foule 
delights, 

Hauing my countries peace,and brothers loues. 


Cla, What will your grace haue done with Margaret, 


Renard her father to the king of France, 
Hath pawnd the Cyffels and Lersfalens, 
And hither haue they fencitfor herranfome, 


Edward 
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nn Edm, Awaie with her,and wafte hir henceto France, 
And now whatrefts but that we {pend the time, 
With ftately Triumphs and mirthfull comicke fhewes, 


41 


t 
a4 Such asbefits the pleafures of the Court. 
Sound drums and Trumpets, farewell to fower annoy, 
46 For heere hope begins our lafting ioie. 46 
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